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Locked Down 


“Simmons! Blocker!” Xavier shouted into the cell. The two men who were 
unlucky enough to call the eight by ten cell home barely moved under the dingy 
black and brown covers. The rusty, metal bunk creaked under the weight of one 
of the men as he shifted towards Xavier and made eye contact. His head was 
back under the covers just as quickly. The other inmate made a loud, distinct 
grunt. It was all Xavier needed to check the two of their names off his list for the 
afternoon count. 

Xavier stepped back and let the heavy cell door close in front of him. He 
waited for the loud snap of the door locking before he moved on to the next cell. 
He sighed impatiently as he fidgeted with his keys. He had eight more inmates to 
check off before he could turn in the count. Just four more cells and I can take 
my black ass home, Xavier thought. Can’t wait to get up out of this bitch. 

Home. The thought made Xavier grin sourly at the irony. He’d leave one 
physical prison for an existential one grounded in persistent solitude and 
monotony. No, home was back in Kansas, he thought as he rubbed the brim of 
his nose. Home was the big house he’d purchased for Briana before he caught 
her cheating on him with one of her high school friends. Home was the life he’d 
envisioned with her and the four kids he dreamt of having. But now, home was 
an empty apartment furnished only with a bed and a TV just outside of Atlanta; a 
city he didn’t know or particularly like. 

Xavier pushed open the third to last cell and called out the men’s names. He 
repetitiously checked off their names just like he had the last one hundred or so 
before them. Of all the monotonous things he was tasked with as a corrections 
officer, taking the count was the one he loathed the most. Sure, it signaled the 
end of the shift but it was boring, annoying and required getting up from the 
station. The stench from cell to cell was the worse. 

Leaving the station was one of Xavier’s least favorite things. He hated 
mingling with the prisoners. He hated having to retrieve one of them from the 
rec, the kitchen or from their cells to ferry them to wherever the Hell they were 
needed. He’d much rather spend his day filing reports and organizing files right 
at the station. 

It wasn’t that he was afraid of the men. Even though they were prisoners, 


most of which had committed violent crimes, they were human; blood and bones 
just like him. Most of them just wanted to do their time and move on with their 
pathetic lives. Xavier just wasn’t the social butterfly that apparently made being 
a correctional officer easier. He didn’t want to have long discussions with the 
inmates or even the correctional officers for that matter. It seemed like that was 
all they wanted to do. 

Even when Xavier was doing count, the few men who were not sleep or 
playing cards were engaged in some deep philosophical issue that would always 
end up being about women’s breasts and asses. They always tried to pull Xavier 
into the conversations. Other guards would entertain the dialogue if only for a 
moment, just so their day would go by that much faster. Xavier didn’t. He 
thought it was one of the most inane things to do since he would be talking about 
women when the men in the discussion likely hadn’t seen a naked woman in 
years and probably wouldn’t for many more to come. 

Xavier got to the second to last cell. Ugh, four more names, he thought as he 
read the next two names. He tried to push his irritation aside. He was lucky to 
have a job at all. Xavier knew he should have been more appreciative. Two 
months ago he was still hunkered down in his mother’s basement after the nasty 
break-up with his ex-fiancé left him so emotionally broken that he’d lost his job, 
his brand new house and his motivation to live. Getting up from the bed had 
been a trial. 

There were nights where Xavier would beat himself up for begging her to 
stay with him after he caught her cheating. God, I was so fucking pathetic, he 
thought. Xavier turned the key to the cell, pushed inside and called out the men’s 
names. He checked off their names and let the door slam shut. One more, just 
one more, he thought. 

Finishing the task at hand and getting out of that steel and concrete cage of a 
jail was the only thing on Xavier’s mind. The only thing he was anxious to do 
was continue his online job hunting. He had a degree in Accounting and he 
wanted to put it to use as soon as possible. A nice cozy desk in a cubicle absent 
of large, smelly men looked like paradise right about now. He’d give anything to 
be bogged down with spreadsheets and invoices right now. 

Xavier read the last two names. He noticed that the second name was written 
and not printed like the others. Xavier figured that the guy had been transferred 
from one of the other units. He took his keys from his hip and unlocked the 
heavy door. He swung it open and stepped inside so that the door leaned against 
his back. Xavier opened his mouth to say the names as he looked up. But before 
a word could cross his lips he choked up. 

The sight before Xavier burned through his cornea. What he saw didn’t 


totally shock him but it definitely caught him off guard. He’d been warned of 
what he would likely be seeing in a prison setting during orientation after he got 
hired. But it was one thing to be told something and another to witness it 
firsthand. 

A wiry yet muscular man was on the top bunk stroking his dick. Xavier’s eyes 
slowly moved up and down the young man’s midnight black skin; almost as 
slowly as the new inmate slid his manhood through his long, slicked fingers. 
Xavier wasn’t gay but he couldn’t pull his eyes away. He was just stuck. His 
inability to look away bothered him deeply. The sight, just like the name Raheem 
Jones, seared in his mind. 

What struck Xavier the most was that Raheem hadn’t moved to cover himself 
once Xavier entered. He didn’t stop. He just kept grinding his hips up into his 
hand. With each slow, measured thrust upwards Raheem gripped every inch of 
his ridiculously thick pole. His body seemed to throb as one single, ripped 
muscle, flexing and releasing over and over again. 

Xavier’s breath quickened as he heard a soft moan escape through Raheem’s 
lips. He panicked for a moment. His eyes moved outside the cell to see if anyone 
was looking and then quickly darted down to Raheem’s bunk mate. The burly 
man still had his large back to the cell door and Xavier. He hadn’t moved. Xavier 
locked his gaze back on the inmate’s slightly sweat moistened body. 

Raheem, who barely looked over eighteen, tilted his head back against the 
hard mattress, seemingly oblivious to his onlooker. His strokes became quicker 
and more forceful. Raheem squirmed on his small twin sized bed, thrashing the 
sheets about. The way his abs and arms flexed and tensed signaled that he was 
near climax. Before he tumbled over that precipice, he turned his head and 
looked over at Xavier, directly in the guard’s eyes. 

Instinctively, Xavier took a step back. The look on Raheem’s face sent chills 
of fear and excitement through Xavier’s body. At that very moment, Xavier felt 
his own manhood stir in his pants. The hard, unsettling glare Raheem leveled at 
Xavier almost seemed as if it were a dare. The thoughts jumping around in 
Xavier’s head frightened and shocked him. 

Xavier’s heart pounded against his chest as Raheem’s face frowned in 
pleasure. The young inmate’s mouth hung open, gasping for air, as he pumped 
furiously at his dick. He kept staring at Xavier as he came. Xavier stood there, 
frozen and he watched shot after thick shot hit Raheem’s abs, chest and bottom 
lip. 

Spent, Raheem collapsed on his bed and caught his breath. Xavier did the 
same, inhaling deeply as if coming up for air after a deep dive. Before Xavier 
could give thought to move and simply check off the names, Raheem sat up and 


threw his legs over the bunk. His eyes locked on Xavier’s. He hopped down, his 
dick still hard and flopping. He walked towards Xavier, his meat swinging from 
thigh to muscular thigh with each stride. Xavier struggled to hold the boy’s gaze. 

“Jones,” Raheem said in a low, raspy voice. “Raheem Jones.” 

Xavier nodded and checked off the name. He looked back up at Raheem, their 
eyes meeting again. A small grin slowly formed on the prisoner’s statuesque 
face. Raheem took his middle finger and pressed it against the skin right above 
his belly button. He ran the finger up his hard, jail house abs and scooped up so 
much of his nutt that it ran down to his palm. He brought the finger to his lips 
and stuck his tongue out. He smiled and narrowed his eyes at Xavier. 

Xavier stood there, dumbfounded... awestruck... entranced... hooked. He’s 
never seen anything like what he’d just witnessed outside of porn. Raheem 
pressed his cum covered finger against his slightly open, full lips and sucked. 

“Want a taste?” Raheem asked waving his slick finger in the air. 

Xavier frowned and took two steps back. The large metal door closed and 
shut off a grinning Raheem. Cutting off the hold the youth had on Xavier. He 
stood there for a moment, trying to process what he had just seen. Trying to 
process why he’d just stood there. Trying to figure out why the fuck his dick was 
on lump. 

“Xavier!” Marco called. He was one of the two other officers on duty with 
Xavier. “Come on man. Finish up so we can get up out of here.” 

Xavier made his way down to the small station at the center of the unit. One 
of the other officers about to start the evening shift had arrived. Xavier nodded 
towards the skinny, gray haired man, sat down and began to file his paperwork. 

“Man, I can’t wait to get home,” Marco said, not speaking to anyone in 
particular. “Hannah said she got that flat screen for me for father’s day. I got like 
ten DVDs I want to watch on that bitch this weekend.” 

“How’d you guys swing that?” Dylan asked. He was the other guy on shift 
with Marco and Xavier. “I outrank your sorry ass and I don’t make shit.” 

“Hannah got a bonus for some shit at the school. Something about being 
highly qualified or some shit. My baby spent it on her man cause she knows I 
work hard to bring home the bacon.” 

Dylan laughed and said something else. It sounded like a joke that Xavier 
would have gotten if he socialized with the guys more. It didn’t matter. Xavier’s 
mind was somewhere else. His eyes had been glued on Raheem’s cell door from 
the moment he had sat down. Images of Raheem beating his dick, without a hint 
of shame, flashed relentlessly through Xavier’s mind. He shifted in his seat 
uncomfortably, trying to shake the thought. 

“What about you, Xavier?” Dylan asked. “What you got going on tonight?” 


Xavier shook his head and shrugged. He didn’t even open his mouth. He 
grunted and kept working on his paperwork without even looking up. Dylan 
seemed cool but Xavier still had no intentions of making any friends. 

By the time Xavier finished it was nearing four o’clock. Dylan was pacing in 
the small station, periodically checking his phone for the time. It was ten after 
when the shift commander came to the block and spoke to the three corrections 
officers. 

“Gentlemen, I’m going to need one of you to volunteer for some overtime or 
we'll have to divvy up the guys rec time tonight.” 

Dylan looked from the shift commander to Xavier and back. “Commander, 
they’re a bunch of convicts. They’ ll be okay in their cell. I got to go; my fiancé 
and I made plans tonight.” 

The shift commander nodded and was about to leave. 

“T’]l do an extra shift.” 

Dylan and the commander frowned as they looked at Xavier. He was still 
sitting down, looking at some form in front of him. 

“You sure, son?” The commander asked. 

“Time and a half, right?” Xavier asked, his eyes darting towards Raheem’s 
cell and then to the shift commander. 

“Yea.” The commander rubbed his head. “Dylan, you can leave as soon as 
Katriece comes in. She had made it to the building right before I got here. She 
should be done checking in and changing momentarily.” 

Dylan nodded. As soon as the commander left, Dylan was at the door waiting 
for the third officer for the unit. Xavier looked from the exit to the elderly guard 
working with him that night. He had his feet propped up on the desk and his 
fingers laced together behind his head. He was snoring slightly. Xavier shook his 
head. 

“What the fuck is up with our rec, man!” an inmate yelled under his cell door. 

Xavier grabbed the microphone. “As soon as the third officer on duty arrives 
you guys will be let out. Until then, if I hear any yelling or banging I’ll let you 
guys stay in your cells for an extra hour.” 

The large expanse became eerily silent. Xavier had kept the unit on lock for 
an hour before when one of the inmates had refused to enter his cell a few weeks 
before. Along with writing him up, Xavier punished the whole unit. The whole 
unit punished the man. Xavier hadn’t had any issues since the incident. 

As soon as Katriece, the quiet but ghetto chick with the gaudy gold chains 
and tooth came Xavier flipped the switch for all the doors to unlock. The 
inmates poured out of their cells like roaches running from light. Some rushed 
the station for newspapers, basketballs and board games. Others huddled around 


the television. The whole time, Xavier’s eyes were glued on Raheem’s cell. 
Waiting. 

Five minute. Ten minutes. Fifteen. Xavier couldn’t explain it but he felt a 
deep anxiety in his chest. He wanted to see Raheem. He needed to see Raheem. 
Xavier buried his hands in his face. With a loud sigh, he looked over towards his 
coworkers. The older guard was already sleeping and Katriece was filing her 
nails. 

“Hey, I’m going to walk around a little, need to get on my feet.” 

“Alright sweetie,” Katriece said. “We usually take the unit down to the 
cafeteria around six. You got time.” 

Xavier nodded. He left his chair and the security of the station and for the 
first time he didn’t feel jittery about the act. He had something else on his mind 
besides his concern for his wellbeing in a sea of convicts. Thoughts of Raheem 
clouded his mind and crippled his common sense. 

Initially, Xavier walked over towards the guys playing dominoes and chess. 
He took his time, looking at them as if he were some sort of hall monitor. He 
cringed a little when he realized what he was doing. Dylan used to look over the 
guys’ shoulders like he was doing now. It annoyed Xavier when Dylan did it. 
But Xavier had one goal in mind: Make it to Raheem’s cell. 

After circling the block twice, upstairs and down, Xavier lingered near 
Raheem’s cell door on the second tier. He leaned over the metal banister, 
glancing over his shoulder every so often. Seeing Raheem’s young, rugged face 
was all Xavier wanted. He needed to see him again. 

A few minutes of waiting turned into fifteen. Curiosity was quickly devolving 
into obsession. Something deep in Xavier urged him to go to the cell and peek 
inside yet his better judgment still had a firm, however fleeting grip. Xavier 
refused to allow some lust filled interest to move him to invade the man’s 
privacy even if he was sexy as fuck. 

Oh my God, what the hell am I doing, Xavier thought as he stood up from the 
rail. His face contorted in disgust. Raheem is a man, a fucking man. The thought 
ran over and over in Xavier mind. 

Reality struck Xavier like lightening. He was lusting over another man. Never 
before in his twenty-six years in his life had he craved another man like he was 
craving for Raheem. Shock from that realization turn to self loathing. Then the 
flashes of Raheem stroking his dick, nutting and then walking up to the door 
flashed like three distinct pictures in Xavier’s mind. His dick hardened instantly. 

Xavier hunched back over the rail, defeated, and pinched the brim of nose as 
he squinted his eyes. This shit is crazy, he thought. What am I doing ?!? 

Xavier took a deep breath. He turned and began to make his way back to the 


station. All he wanted to do was clear his mind and stop thinking about Raheem. 
Yet, after taking just two steps he heard the soft, yet distinct click of one of the 
doors opening. He froze in his steps. 

The sound of two men laughing and joking filled the space behind Xavier as 
he slowly turned around. He saw the burly roommate first, then Raheem. Even in 
his white t-shirt and orange pants the boy looked sexy as fuck. Xavier’s eyes 
moved from the heavy meat swinging in the front of his slacks to the solid, cut 
forearms and biceps. Then he saw his face. For the first time, he got a good, 
unadulterated look. 

His thick, pink lips and his bushy eyebrows stood out. Xavier felt like he 
could stare into Raheem’s sleepy bedroom eyes all night as he sucked on his 
bottom lip. The thought ran through Xavier’s mind like a wet eel, slippery and 
shocking. But Xavier couldn’t help himself. His eyes seemed to have a mind of 
their own as he shifted his gaze from Raheem’s wisp of a mustache to his strong 
jaw line and wiry goatee. His somewhat thin face looked perfect and youthful. 
But there was something about him that made Xavier uneasy and horny at the 
same time. 

Maybe it’s the dreads, Xavier thought. Something about Raheem seemed 
dangerous, maybe even threatening. He looked like a thugged out convict with 
the tats running down his neck and arms. Xavier’s mind quickly remembered the 
tats covering his tight, ripped body. There was something raw and sexually 
invigorating about the young convict. Xavier couldn’t put his finger on it but he 
definitely wouldn’t have minded the chance to put his fingers elsewhere. 

“Damn C.O.,” Raheem said in his deep, sultry voice right after he bumped 
into Xavier. Xavier’s loins instantly sprang to life. “You taking up the whole 
walkway?” 

Xavier didn’t say anything. He stood there, looking at Raheem; dumbfounded 
since the tier was wide enough to have six men walk side by side. The tatted 
felon walked backwards and stared back at Xavier. Time seemed to slow to the 
pace of a snail crawling. Xavier saw every movement made by Raheem. First the 
narrowing of his eyes. Then the licking of his lips. Raheem looked Xavier up 
and down, as if challenging him but not in a violent way. Xavier had a difficult 
time reading the boy until he grabbed his dick, smiled and turned around 
laughing. Raheem walked off with his cell mate, joking, as if he and Xavier 
hadn’t crossed paths. 

Xavier was lost in the moment. He stood there, at the rail, with his mouth 
agape and staring off at the wall. His heart thumped hard in his chest. Sweat 
pearled in the creases of his forehead. His breathing was thick and heavy. For a 
moment Xavier thought he was having a panic attack. Then, in an instant he 


snapped back to reality. The sounds of inmates slamming dominoes on the hard, 
plastic tables shook him from his daze. 

What the fuck is happening to me, Xavier thought. A man, that’s a fucking 
man. 

Panic seared through Xavier mind like a wild fire. He hurried down the stairs 
and stepped outside in the courtyard. He took a few dozen deep breaths and 
calmed down. Xavier dried his clammy palms on his pants and wiped his eyes. 
With an effort he decided to focus on his job: monitoring the inmates. 

Xavier casually walked around the courtyard and made his way to the 
basketball court. He looked at the inmates playing but he wasn’t really watching 
them. His mind kept going back to Raheem. Never before had he even looked at 
another man in a sexual way. It scared Xavier. And then to have it happen in a 
prison, full of men. 

I’m just lonely, Xavier thought, trying to make sense of it all. I’ve only been 
around a bunch of men and ugly ass women for the last two months. I have to get 
out, tonight. Hit up a bar and get some pussy. 

Just as Xavier had it all figured out in his mind his eyes caught the movement 
of one particular dark skinned, muscular body running up the court in a sea of 
prison chiseled, sweaty flesh. It was Raheem. 

With the focus of an NBA player and the tenacity of a seasoned athlete, 
Raheem passed, dribbled and made shots like a pro. He had his dreads pulled 
back with a rubber band, showing his well defined jaw line and high cheek 
bones. From head to toe the man was sculpted like a Nubian god. It would be a 
crime not to be in awe of the man. 

All reason flew out the door for Xavier. The pure, unadulterated urge to drink 
in the sight of Raheem took over like the primal instinct to breath. One singular 
thought pulsed through Xavier’s very being: how sexy Raheem looked running 
up and down the court, his prison muscles tight, wet and bulging. Xavier’s body 
shuddered as Raheem went up and dunked the ball over two guys twice his size. 
His heavy meat swung violently against the loose, orange prison pants. 

“Hey C.O.” 

Xavier turned on his heels towards the voice right behind. He took a step back 
when his eyes met those of an older inmate. The man was too close for Xavier’s 
comfort. 

“What you want?” Xavier asked plainly. 

“Can you see if they updated my visitor list yet? I got my sister trying to 
come in from Ohio, want to make sure she’s on the list before she flies out 
tomorrow morning.” 

Xavier nodded and headed back to the station. He got the man’s name and 


looked up his file. As soon as Xavier told the man his list had been updated he 
hurried over to the phones. Xavier rolled his eyes and sat back. He stared at the 
computer screen for a moment. Then his fingers began typing. He looked up 
Raheem. 

Xavier grunted and shook his head. Even in his mug shot the boy looked fine 
as fuck. Xavier read over the file. Raheem was serving a five year sentence for 
possession with intent to distribute. He’d be out in three years if he kept his nose 
clean. And based on the lack of write ups, he was doing just that. 

A frown spread on Xavier’s face. Raheem had done eighteen months already. 
He was barely twenty and was attractive enough for someone to at least try the 
young inmate. How he didn’t have any type of complaint or incident was 
baffling. Before Xavier could give the conundrum anymore thought he felt 
someone tap him on the shoulder. 

“Xavier,” Katriece said. “You want to get the first group to take down to the 
cafeteria?” 

Xavier nodded and pulled himself from the computer. He went through the 
motions of preparing to take the group of fifty or so inmates down to the 
cafeteria. By the time he finished checking all the names off the dinner clipboard 
and looked towards the station to unlock the first lock he saw Katriece smiling 
like a clown at a birthday party at one of the inmates crowding the station. 

Annoyed, he radioed for her release the first lock. She complied, and told 
Xavier that one of the inmates had a request form for the infirmary and that he 
could take him after he dropped off the first group. Xavier stood, in a crowd of 
inmates and waited for the last one to accompany them. The man at the station 
turned around. It was Raheem, with a mischievous grin plastered on his face. 

Xavier almost fainted. He was instantly lightheaded as he watched Raheem, 
still shirtless, walk towards the door. Even his measured stride was sexy as fuck. 
Xavier was enamored. It took everything in him to divert his eyes. 

“Inmate Jones,” Xavier said, looked down at the clip board. “Put on your shirt 
and your oranges. You know what the policy is inside the building. You’ve been 
here long enough.” 

A small chuckle left Raheem’s sexy lips as he stretched up and pulled his shirt 
over his head. The lock buzzed open and the inmates filed into the holding area 
which separated them from the rest of the prison. Xavier stood at the door and 
waited for Raheem. The boy took his time, walking up as he buttoned up his 
orange vest. 

“Thanks for waiting, C.O.,” Raheem said as he walked pass Xavier, brushing 
against his shoulder. 

Xavier hung his head and took a deep breath. The physical contact was 


driving Xavier crazy. He tured around and saw Raheem hovering near the 
second door. That same smirk was on his face. Xavier shook his head and 
stepped inside, letting the first door close and lock behind him. 

Xavier went to the second door, waved his card key over the magnetic lock 
and radioed the front office to unlock the door. With each passing second of 
waiting it felt like Raheem was inching closer and closer to him. The small, 
plexiglass encased room was a tight fit but wasn’t so tight that Raheem had to be 
so close. 

First, the strong musk of sweat and something else that Xavier couldn’t 
describe, hit his nose. That’s when he looked up and saw Raheem, staring 
directly in his eyes. Xavier quickly looked away, towards the door. Then he felt 
the body heat of the inmate radiate on his neck. Xavier’s body stiffened almost 
as hard as his dick. Raheem was fucking with him. He was getting closer and 
closer, trying to bitch him in front of all the inmates. The sad thing was part of 
Xavier was enjoying it. 

After what seemed like an eternity, the door buzzed and then clicked open. 
Xavier was sure that he felt Raheem’s dick brush against his arm before he 
stepped out in the hall. He disregarded the thought and had the men line up 
before they headed to the cafeteria. 

Xavier tried to focus on the job but his eyes kept finding their way back to 
Raheem. The boy was in the front of the line, staring at Xavier. Xavier felt like 
his eyes pierced right through him, reading his mind. Raheem looked at Xavier 
as if he knew all the nasty thoughts that ran through the officer’s mind. All the 
thoughts he fought to extinguish. 

Once the group made it to the cafeteria entrance, Raheem stepped aside and 
let the rest of the men file inside. Xavier checked his watch. He’d return by 6:45 
to pick them back up. Xavier was so busy going over his mental checklist that he 
almost forgot about Raheem. The young inmate stood uncomfortably close to 
him once all the others were in the cafeteria. 

“Let’s go, Jones,” Xavier barked. 

“Damn, why you got an attitude, C.O.?” Raheem asked, his voice as smooth 
as silk. “Did I do something wrong?” 

Xavier ignored him and headed for the infirmary. It was all the way on the 
other end of the prison. 

“Oh, now you can’t talk, hunh? Still speechless from earlier?” 

Xavier almost tripped over himself. “Just be quiet, Jones.” 

The words were as shaky as Xavier’s nerves. He heard it and he was sure 
Raheem heard it. 

“Hold up, C.O.” 


Xavier frowned and rounded on his heels. Raheem had stopped at an 
intersection. 

“What the fuck you doing, inmate?” Xavier demanded. He was getting angry. 
“Let’s go, now!” 

“Aye, you need to calm down with that mouth before I put something in it,” 
Raheem said, pointing his finger at Xavier’s face. A malevolent grin of 
satisfaction creased the inmate’s lips as Xavier stood there, silent. “There’s a 
storage room down that hall. I need a couple things.” 

Xavier stood there, his mind racing. His gut told him to radio back up to 
escort the inmate back to the cell block but something else in him urged him to 
do whatever the prison thug demanded. Raheem saw the conflict in Xavier’s 
eyes. He stepped up until his face only inches away from Xavier’s. 

“T just need some soap, toothpaste and shit. Be quick as fuck, trust me,” He 
said. “You do this for me and I won’t say anything about anything.” 

Xavier frowned at the threat. He was ready to restrain Raheem himself right 
then and there. He even let a thought to grope the boy invade his mind. But 
before he could do anything, Raheem was walking down the hall, dreads flipping 
in the air as he walked. Reluctantly, Xavier followed behind him. 

Once they got to the storage room Raheem stood there, waiting. Xavier just 
looked at him with a smug grin. Raheem crossed his arms over his chest and 
sighed. 

“Open the door,” Raheem said plainly. 

“Why should I?” Xavier said, almost surprised at how quickly the words 
come out. 

Raheem licked his lips and smiled. His eyes moved from Xavier’s eyes, down 
his body and back up. “Open the door and find out.” 

Xavier held the young thug’s gaze. His hands instinctively went to his keys. A 
voice in the back of his head screamed ‘NO’ but every muscle in his body moved 
to do what Xavier knew he shouldn’t have done. He reached for the handle and 
unlocked the door. He pushed the door open and motioned Raheem inside. 

The young, arrogant prisoner stepped inside with a staggered stride, his eyes 
glued on Xavier’s face until he crossed the threshold. His arm brushed against 
Xavier stomach and thigh. He felt his body steel again at the boy’s touch. He 
followed him behind. 

Once inside, Raheem had the look of a kid in a chocolate factory. He went 
from shelf to shelf stuffing toiletries in his loose fitting orange pants. Xavier 
wasn’t surprised. Most of the stuff he was grabbing was used in trades as 
currency. 

“Don’t get carried away, Jones.” 


Raheem looked over his shoulder. He bit at his bottom lip as he looked 
towards Xavier. His arms fell down to his sides. The momentary quizzical gaze 
turned into one of absolution. He knew exactly what his next move was. The 
look made Xavier step back, right into the closed door. The distance between 
them shortened alarmingly fast. Raheem was on Xavier in a flash, his bulging 
forearm pressed firmly under Xavier’s chin, cutting off his air. 

“Back... the...fuck...up,” Xavier managed to say. 

Raheem eased up, just slightly. “Tell me what you want from me, C.O.” 

Xavier frowned. He blinked incessantly at the odd statement. “Get off of me, 
inmate Jones.” 

“Chill with all that formal shit. Tell me what you want, nigga.” 

Xavier searched the boy’s face. A voice nagged at him. He knew what he 
wanted to say to Raheem. He knew exactly what he wanted from the boy. But he 
just couldn’t say it. Maybe it was his pride. Maybe it was because he still was 
fighting the idea of being a fag. 

Raheem narrowed his gaze as he looked Xavier in the eyes. He licked his lips 
as he moved forward and pressed his hard body against Xavier’s. He made sure 
to straddle Xavier’s legs, so he could feel what he wanted. 

The first thing Xavier felt was the hot, thick piece of flesh rubbing up on his 
thigh. Every muscle on Raheem’s toned body bulged and flexed through his 
oranges and pressed onto Xavier. He could feel the tatted up thug’s heart throb 
quicker and quicker from his chest down to his lengthening manhood. Xavier 
felt like his knees would buckle. 

“Yea, nigga,” Raheem said, a slight grin on his face. He stepped in closer 
until his lips nearly touched Xavier’s ear. “We both know what the fuck you 
want.” 

Raheem eased back. He looked Xavier in the eyes, pulling him with the look 
he gave him. He stood there, still pressed against him, for just a moment but to 
Xavier it felt like an eternity. Then Raheem pulled back. He stepped back until 
he stood in the middle of the storage room. Waiting. 

Xavier looked him up and down. His gaze fixated on the large bulge that 
snaked down Raheem’s pant leg. He was stuck. Mesmerized. Then Raheem 
made his dick jump. Xavier’s stomach twisted from hunger. 

“Come here, boy,” Raheem said in the sexiest, commanding voice Xavier had 
ever heard. 

Without thought, Xavier walked up to Raheem until he was less than a foot 
away. He felt like he wasn’t in control of his body. Like someone else who 
wasn’t afraid of the truth, that he wanted the dick, had taken over. At that point, 
Xavier didn’t even care. 


Raheem reached out and placed his hand on Xavier’s shoulder. “Get down on 
yo knees, bitch.” 

The words didn’t even register. Xavier felt the pressure from Raheem’s hand 
on his shoulder. He went to his knees as if it were the most natural thing in the 
world. Xavier was oblivious to the cold, hard concrete supporting his knees. The 
only thing on his mind was the brick hard dick staring him in the eye. 

Raheem laced his pants with both his thumbs and yanked the pants down. His 
midnight black pole jutted out from a wisp of black pubes straight into the air, 
almost poking Xavier in the eye. 

“Go ahead and grab that shit,” Raheem ordered. 

As if he were a machine taking orders, Xavier complied. He reached up and 
took the thick monstrosity in his hands. It felt like fire in his palms it was so hot. 
He could barely wrap his fingers around it. 

“Now open your mouth and stick your tongue out.” 

Xavier looked up at Raheem. That same scary but erotic gaze was glued on 
the man’s face. Xavier’s body shuddered in anticipation. He kept his eyes locked 
on Raheem’s as he opened his mouth and stuck out his tongue as far as he could. 

Raheem took hold of the back of Xavier head. “Now taste that dick, C.O.” 

Xavier panted as he leaned forward. The middle of his tongue hit the soft, 
under part of Raheem’s dick head. Raheem pulled at the back of Xavier’s head, 
driving his dick into his mouth until it butted up against the roof of his mouth. 

Instinct and desire took over. Xavier wrapped his lips around the thick 
member. Manly musk invaded his senses as the tinge of sweat teased his taste 
buds. 

“Suck that dick, nigga,’ Raheem growled. “You know you been wanting to 
taste my shit, no swallow that shit, bitch.” 

Xavier moved like he had been possessed. He bobbed his mouth on the prison 
thug’s dick harder and harder each time he went down on him. His hands moved 
from Raheem’s athletic thighs to his flexed abs and chest. Xavier was insatiable. 
He tried to take in as much of the boy as he could. 

Raheem bucked like a champion steed. He held Xavier’s head with two 
hands, trying to plunge his dick deep down in his throat. Xavier hungrily 
swallowed the meat as much as he could but it was too thick for him to take the 
whole thing. 

A sickening wet gagging sound filled the small storage room. Xavier didn’t 
care and Raheem surely didn’t give a fuck. The two of them were entangled in a 
sexual manifestation of primal urges and desires. There was only one way for it 
to end. 

“Yessss...” Raheem hissed. “Fuck! That feels so goddamned good. Suck dick 


better than my bitch at home.” 

Xavier struggled to suck and breathe at the same time. His ears popped and 
his eyes bulged each time Raheem slammed his hips into his face. It hurt but it 
felt so good. Xavier closed his eyes and sucked at Raheem’s massive manhood 
as hard as he could. Spit and precum foamed at his mouth. 

Raheem reached down and tilted Xavier’s face and fucked him. “I’m about to 
bust nigga!” Raheem roared. 

Panic ripped through Xavier. For a moment he snapped back to reality and 
tried to pull away but Raheem had him in a vice grip. 

“Naw bitch,” Raheem spit the words. “You gonna take every drop of this 
nut.” 

Raheem stroked in and out of Xavier’s hot mouth until his body shuddered as 
the waves of arousal crashed into him. His body stiffened. His dick went rigid 
and pulsed. The sweet nectar of the jail house hoodlum filled Xavier’s mouth to 
the brim. All Xavier could do was take it. 

Raheem shook uncontrollably for a second as the last drop eased from his 
dick. He pulled his still hard dick from Xavier’s mouth, went to his knees and 
pressed his lips forcibly against Xavier’s. 

Surprise was superseded by shock as Raheem darted his hot tongue into 
Xavier’s cum filled mouth. He licked and sucked at Xavier’s mouth, taking in 
his own seed. After what seemed like an eternity of kissing, Raheem pulled back 
with Xavier’s bottom lip firmly wedged between his teeth. He let go and looked 
at Xavier with the most haunting and sexual stare. 

Xavier sat there for a moment, dumbfounded, until words finally came. “That 
was some freaky ass shit.” 

Raheem only smiled. He came in, and pressed his closed lips against Xavier’s 
again. But this time he put his hand on Xavier’s chest and pushed him back on 
the ground. He took Xavier by the hips and forced him to his stomach. It was 
happening all so quick that Xavier’s head spun. 

“Wait, what the fuck you doing?” 

Raheem yanked the back of Xavier’s pants down, revealing a pair of almond 
toned ass cheeks. “Oh, this ass is mine, nigga. You bout to get fucked.” 

“Oh, naw,” Xavier protested. “Get the fuck—” 

The words cut off and quickly turned to moans of pleasure as Raheem pried 
Xavier’s ass cheeks apart and buried his tongue as deep in his hole as he possible 
could. 

Xavier squirmed and moaned at the alien sensation. Sometimes his hips 
bucked back into Raheem’s mouth and sometimes he clenched. Raheem eased 
back and smacked the shit out of his ass cheek. 


“Calm that ass down, nigga,” Raheem ordered. “I could get this ass ready or I 
could just fuck you until you can’t walk no damn more. Feel me?” 

Xavier let the tension flow from his body and Raheem went back to tongue 
fucking his ass. It was a different sensation but it felt good. Xavier loved the way 
Raheem hands felt against his flesh and how his dreads tickled at the small of his 
back. 

It got to feeling so good that Xavier didn’t even realize he was moaning in 
pleasure. “Yea nigga,” Raheem said. “That ass getting good and open. You 
craving this dick, I know.” 

“Oh my God,” Xavier moaned under his breath as he pushed his ass back 
against Raheem’s face. “What the fuck.” 

“Yea nigga,” Raheem said. He sat up and rubbed his dick up and down the 
crack of Xavier’s ass. “You ready for this dick nigga?” 

Xavier moaned. The feel of Raheem’s hot flesh pressed against his drove him 
crazy. Then he felt Raheem’s hand crash back down on his ass, the painful sting 
shocking his nerves. 

“Bitch, I asked you a question. Now answer me. Are you ready for this dick?” 

“Yes,” Xavier said, his voice little more than a trembling whimper. 

Raheem rubbed his dick over Xavier’s wet hole. “Nigga, I didn’t hear you.” 

“Yes,” he said, slightly louder. 

Raheem took the thick head of his meat and pressed it at Xavier’s wanting 
hole. He pressed forward until Xavier’s ass stop clenching and then he pulled 
back. 

“Nigga, I don’t think you want this dick.” 

“T do,” Xavier pleaded. “I want you to fuck me. I want to feel every inch of 
your inside me.” 

Xavier heard the words but didn’t believe they had come from his mouth. He 
was totally caught up in the lust filled situation. Reasoning had no place then and 
there. He just wanted to get fucked by the sexiest, most dangerous nigga in the 
prison, Raheem. 

Raheem climbed on top of Xavier. His chest pressed against Xavier’s back 
and his dick slipped between his ass cheeks. The head of his dick lined up 
perfectly with his virgin hole. Raheem bit at Xavier’s ear as he grinded his hips 
into Xavier. 

It only took a few strokes for the head to pop in. Xavier face contorted in a 
pain and pleasure as his mouth dropped open. His eyes rolled back and his eye 
lids snapped shut. He gasped and moaned as Raheem worked his hips and 
wormed inch after thick inch inside his hole. 

Xavier pressed his hands back on Raheem’s hip. “Wait.” He gripped at his 


flesh, letting him know to be still. The thickness was catching up with the primal 
urge and desire. Xavier’s ass clenched and loosed around the thick shaft. He did 
it over and over again until a heavy sigh left his body. 

With his free hand, Xavier pushed off the cement onto all fours. He slowly let 
go of Raheem’s hips and pushed back on the inmate’s dick. Every nerve ending 
in his tight, virgin ass fired like bottle rockets. Xavier’s body shuddered from 
overstimulation. 

Raheem’s hands gripped at Xavier’s waist tightly. He struggled not to slam 
the length of his dick into Xavier’s ass. It took everything in him not to just 
pound away. 

“Oh my God, nigga,” Raheem said, breathing heavily. “Oh my God. This ass 
is just—” 

His voice trailed off as he continued to bury the length of his thickness into 
Raheem’s bowels. With every inch, he’d pull out a little before pressing more in. 

Xavier whimpered under the anal assault. He was sweating his ass off trying 
to concentrate on the pleasure and not the pain. He took deep breaths and 
focused on the vision of Raheem and his body flexing while fucking him. The 
pain he felt slowly began to melt into a lingering sensation of arousal and lust. 
The steady and firm pressure on his prostate felt too good to ignore. 

Xavier began to push back against Raheem. He couldn’t help but move faster 
and faster. 

“Damn, this ass is tight as fuck, nigga,” Raheem moaned. “I’m sorry but I got 
to fuck you my dude.” 

Raheem rammed his swollen dick deep inside of him, until his nuts slapped 
against Xavier’s. He bucked and screamed cuss words as he plowed his ass. 

Xavier was in a state of euphoria. His dick was brick hard and his ass hole felt 
like it was on fire. He reached down and gripped his dick. His ass clenched each 
time he stroked his own dick. 

“You bout to make me bust again, nigga! DAMN!” 

Raheem threw his head back and fucked Xavier’s ass with short, violent 
thrusts. The last two strokes were the hardest; he buried himself deep in Xavier’s 
bowels and released his seed. Each shot sent a mind numbing shudder of 
pleasure reverberating through his sweat slicked body. 

Xavier’s abused holed clamped around Raheem’s dick, pulsating with each 
wave of his own orgasm as he stroked his seed out onto the cold concrete 
ground. 

The two of the them laid there, Raheem on top of Xavier, for a moment. 
Slowly, Raheem’s dick softened and eased from Xavier’s used hole. Cum and 
ass juices leaked from his body. 


“Was that shit good?” Raheem asked, his lips inches from Xavier’s ear. 

Xavier didn’t speak. He moved to get up. Raheem got out of his way. The 
both of them stood and began to dress. An eerie silence fell in the room. Xavier 
even avoided eye contact. 

Raheem was dressed first, he stood by the door, waiting, looking. 

With a loud sigh, Xavier straightened up and went towards the door. He kept 
his eyes on the knob and away from Raheem. But just as he reached to open the 
door, Raheem stood in front of him. 

“At 9:15, be on the tier.” 

Xavier looked up at Xavier with a look of utter confusion on his face. Before 
he could get a chance to ask Raheem why, the inmate was out the door. They 
didn’t speak the whole way back to the block. 

Raheem played ball, watched TV and even got in a chess game with one of 
the old heads. Not once did he look back at Xavier. But Xavier’s focus was 
squarely on the boy. 

His ass ached and yearned to be filled again. He struggled to push away the 
shame, guilt and disgust that his intellect demanded. He just wanted to fuck 
again. For nearly three hours his dick pressed relentlessly against his pants as he 
sat at the station. 

At 9:10 on the dot, Raheem stood up, looked over at Xavier and made his 
way to his cell. Lights Out wasn’t until 9:30. Xavier looked around the cell 
block. Every other inmate was still relaxing and enjoying their rec time. 

9:12. 

Xavier watched the clock behind the desk. The second hand steadily ticked 
away. What Raheem had said to Xavier nagged at him. There was no way he 
would get a chance to take the young thug’s dick again, at least not tonight. 

9:13. 

Xavier stood up and went up to the second tier. Just as he rounded to the 
comer near Raheem cell the clock struck 9:15. Raheem’s door opened. 

BANG! BANG! 

What sounded like gun shot rang in the air. Xavier crouched down. He looked 
over at Raheem in the door. The inmate waved him over. Xavier scurried into the 
cell, kicking the door shut behind him. 

“WHAT THE FUCK?!?” 

Raheem shrugged nonchalantly. “Them niggas crazy. They got a gun. Talking 
about a strike because of the food and shit.” 

Xavier listened but was still in shock. He didn’t process what Raheem had 
said. “WHAT?!” 

“We bout to be on lock down,” Raheem answered. “Who knows for how 


long.” 

Raheem pulled at his waistband and let his soft, heavy meat hang over. He 
stepped up to Xavier and smiled. 

“Go ahead and suck it, we got time now.” 


Raw Riot 


Shock and horror gripped Xavier. He hopelessly stared out the small window of 
Raheem Jones’ cell. His heart beat so hard that he clenched at his chest to make 
sure it didn’t burst through his ribcage. Pure chaos had erupted throughout the 
cell block. The shit had literally hit the fan. 

Inmates roamed the tiers and filled the gallery. They moved as if madness 
was a contagious disease that had spread like wildfire. Law and order had been 
assassinated by a frightening anarchy. Many of them seemed to have been 
consumed by rage. Xavier was sure it was all the pent up frustration of not 
having control over simple tasks like when to sleep or eat or shit for so long. 
Xavier knew the prison had been a powder keg since the moment he stepped 
through the doors a few months ago. 

Slowly, the mob of inmates began to focus their frenzy into barricading the 
large plexi-glass and steel door separating the block from the rest of the prison. 
Chairs, desks and the thirty some odd metal bunks in the gallery that were used 
to deal with overcrowding were hurled at the entrance. Xavier was surprised that 
no one got hit with the flying debris in the fray. 

From the corner of his eye Xavier saw movement at the guard station. A gang 
of inmates yanked the two guards from under the desks. Xavier was mortified. 
They manhandled the older guard and fondled the ghetto female guard with the 
gaudy jewelry. For a moment, Xavier forgot about his own impending danger 
and felt an unnerving fear for his coworkers. 

Nearly two hundred men called the cell block home. Many had been there for 
years. Most of them weren’t married and didn’t get conjugal visits. Xavier knew 
some of the men would literally kill for a taste and touch of pussy, even from the 
sloppily thick hood chick. Hell, many of them had been in jail over pussy and 
even more had done horrible things to poke another man’s ass even though they 
weren't gay. 

“You needs to move your ass from that window, CO.” 

Raheem’s voice sent chills of surprise and excitement through Xavier. His 
body tensed and eased, responding to the deep timbre of the man child’s voice. 
The prison guard had felt hopelessly alone watching the world crumble right 
before his eyes. But he definitely wasn’t the only one in the cell. The 


embodiment of his forbidden lust was just a few feet away. 

Xavier looked back over his shoulder. His eyes bulged at the site of the prison 
thug nonchalantly playing with his dick. That long, thick pole poked menacingly 
from the slit of Raheem’s boxers. Temptation tensed and aroused the guard. 
Xavier’s libido had become so enraged that for just a moment, what was 
happening outside of the cell seemed a distant dream. 

Raheem gripped his lengthening manhood and stroked it. The motion was 
lazy and noncommittal. There seemed to be no end in mind. Almost as if the act 
seemed as natural as rubbing your stomach or scratching the top of your head. It 
was disturbingly hypnotizing. A savage lust burned in Xavier’s bowels and had 
his balls in a vice grip. His body wanted what his eyes had readily devoured. 

Shame and guilt derailed the euphoric sensation of desire that had trapped 
Xavier’s thoughts. He pulled his eyes away from Raheem’s slim, muscular form 
and stared down to the ground. Images of him getting dicked down by Raheem 
back in the storage room flooded his mind. Disbelief gripped him. Then there 
was anger. Yet, despite the internal struggle ripping at his conscience, Xavier 
couldn’t deny the strong urge he felt to go to the inmate. Faggot shit or not, he 
wanted the young banger and he wanted him bad. 

A loud crash against the door shook Xavier from his troubling thoughts and 
sent him tumbling down to the floor. Raheem didn’t flinch. He still palmed his 
pride and joy, stroking it in all its glory. Xavier slowly eased up the door towards 
the small window once he caught his breath and calmed his nerves. 

Groups of half naked men ran up and down the tier with shirts tied around 
their heads and metal poles in their hands. They’d somehow broken the carts 
used to move the TVs the local churches that recorded and played services for 
the men every Sunday afternoon. Pandemonium had consumed the block and 
now the savages had weapons; not just a gun. 

Raheem sat up on his elbows. The bed creaked under his weight. Xavier 
didn’t turn around. He could feel the young inmate’s piercing eyes burrowing a 
hole in the back of his skull. 

“How long you think you going be able to peek out that fucking window?” he 
asked. The bed creaked again. “You don’t think them niggas going to see that 
uniform? You need to back the fuck up, nigga.” 

Xavier closed his eyes and pressed his forehead against the cold steel of the 
door. It was depressingly comforting to feel something besides fear. “Shut up, 
Jones.” 

“The fuck you just say to me?” Raheem hissed. Again, the bed squeaked but 
this time it was followed by a heavy thud on the ground. Raheem had jumped 
down from the bunk. “You must still think shit is sweet cause you got that 


uniform on, hunh? You don’t see what’s going on outside these doors, nigga?” 

“Jones,” Xavier began, “I told you to shut up. Don’t make me repeat myself.” 

Raheem sucked his teeth and frowned dismissively. “Who the fuck you think 
you talking too, bitch? Don’t let these motherfucking oranges confuse your punk 
ass. I will end you, nigga. And won’t nobody pin your body on me. There’s a 
fucking riot going on.” 

Xavier shook his head. He was fed up. With his fist balled, Xavier pushed off 
the cell door to face the cocky inmate. The move was futile. Xavier didn’t move 
more than an inch from the steel door. Raheem slammed into the unsuspecting 
guard and his granite like forearm pressed against the nape of Xavier’s neck. 
Something sharp pressed against the CO’s side. Xavier froze. 

“What are you doing, Jones?” Xavier asked. The words were about as loud as 
a whisper. Fear danced across each syllable. “You kill me and you spend your 
life in prison. There aint no coming back from a murder rap.” 

Raheem laughed then he shrugged. “One of the first things I learned in this 
bitch was how to cut a nigga to make sure he knew I meant business but to make 
sure he aint die. Now I can make you bleed or I can make that ass feel good 
again. Your choice, CO. That ass still dripping, aint it?” 

Blood rushed to Xavier’s head. Anger and lust raged through every fiber of 
his being. He wanted to beat the shit out of Raheem but he also wanted to feel 
every inch of the thug’s dick pressed in his guts. The conflict Xavier felt burned 
at his chest. It seemed like he was breathing fire. He couldn’t say a word. It 
didn’t matter. Raheem didn’t wait for one. 

“Yea nigga,” Raheem hissed. “I know that ass is still wide open and wet with 
my seed.” 

Xavier closed his eyes. His head spun. Raheem’s scent and his insatiable sex 
drive were intoxicating. Xavier felt drunk and high on the dope the blunt thug 
was dealing. In one quick, hard jerk, Xavier’s pants were yanked down to the 
middle of his thighs. 

“Shit,” Xavier moaned. “What...the...fuck!” 

It scared Xavier how quickly he had gone from being mad and ready to fuck 
up Raheem to wanting the inmate to fuck the shit out of him. The fear and lust 
proved to be a dangerous combination. And now, the danger was not just getting 
caught and fired. It was getting caught by inmates and then only God knows 
what else. 

“Your ass is freaked the fuck out, hunh?” Raheem asked. He didn’t wait for a 
response. It was more of an observation than a question. “My bitches all be 
freaked out, too. That’s how I keep ya’ll hoes in check. Make sure ya’ll crave 
this dick and make that ass submit.” 


Xavier heard the words. Flames of anger flared in his heart. But he didn’t 
move. He was wedged between a cold, steel door with his face pressed against 
the metal and Raheem’s firm, flexed hot body on his back. It was uncomfortable 
as hell but the rough finger circling and poking at his still wet hole had him still 
as a Statue. 

Xavier’s ass tightened and loosened without rhyme or reason. He didn’t have 
control of his own body. Raheem was pulling all the strings. Then it happened. 
Xavier felt the slimy seed Raheem had shot in his ass less than an hour ago ease 
from his hole and run down the bottom of his ass cheek to his inner thigh. 

“Oh naw nigga,” Raheem began, his voice sounding angry. “You keep my 
babies up in that ass, boy. Tightened that ass up, nigga! Looks like your ass 
needs to be trained.” 

Raheem went to his knees and punched the back of Xavier’s knee caps with 
the palm of his hands. Then he reached up between Xavier’s legs and hooked his 
hands to Xavier’s hips. The CO’s ass stuck out; his hole fully exposed. It winked 
uncontrollably, tightening and loosening. 

Xavier struggled to maintain. His mind was going in a million directions. It 
was a dizzying experience. He knew he wasn’t strong enough to fight off 
Raheem’s advances. It wasn’t an issue of physical strength. Raheem just had 
some unnatural pull on him. That pull solidified with the next thing the deviant 
did. 

Raheem pressed his tongue hard to the back of Xavier’s exposed thigh. 
Shudders of pleasure coupled with a solid flinch of surprise shook Raheem’s 
body. The prisoner was licking up his own nut. Slowly, he lapped up his seed 
and inched his way to Xavier almond mounds. 

Without thought, Xavier arched his back and let out a loud moan that 
surprised even him. The reserved CO clawed at the door. Raheem was further 
encouraged. He smacked Xavier’s right ass cheek, hard. Then he gripped each 
cheek and pulled them further apart as if his hole could be any more exposed. 
Xavier bit down on the bottom of his lip. He knew what was coming next. 

Raheem locked his lips around Xavier’s puckered hole and pushed the nut 
from his mouth back inside Xavier’s bowels. Xavier’s body straightened and 
stiffed. His muscular form pressed against the abrasive steel door. Surprisingly, 
the wet sloppiness felt good as shit. Xavier’s dick strained against the cell door, 
unimaginably hard. The pressure that built against his clenched hole teased and 
tormented every nerve ending. His senses were ablaze. Then Raheem’s tongue 
broke through Xavier’s sphincter. The boy did tricks and stunts with his mouth. 

Raheem sucked and pushed with his lips and tongue. Xavier could feel the 
spit and cum ease through his tightness and fill his insides. His legs shook and 


his body steeled under the insatiable inmate’s devouring touch. Then, without 
warning, Raheem pulled back, stood up and pressed his hot, hard body against 
Xavier’s. 

“Tell me who this ass belongs to, nigga,” the thug said in a harsh whisper. 
“Say it!” 

Xavier’s mouth failed to form words. Every inch of his flesh burned and his 
dick and ass were electrified. The wet warmth from Raheem’s breath had the 
CO’s head spinning. 

The long, thick dick that had Xavier’s ass creaming once before pressed 
menacingly between his almond cheeks. When Xavier didn’t respond, Raheem 
eased back and smacked his ass, hard as hell. 

Xavier’s body went rigid. He clawed at the door. His ass cheeks squeezed 
hard but Raheem didn’t relent. The inmate gripped the base of his dick, grabbed 
Xavier’s hip with his free hand and aimed his meat straight for the CO’s sloppy 
hole. 

His dick was like a hot knife slicing through butter. Xavier’s eyes shot open 
as inch after inch slowly pushed deep into his bowels. Halfway in and about five 
inches deep, Xavier could feel Raheem’s blood engorged head stroke against his 
unnervingly sensitive prostate. His own dick throbbed from the sensation. It hurt 
so bad but it felt so fucking good. 

“Don’t run, motherfucker.” Raheem hooked his left arm around Xavier’s 
waist. Another inch dug into the CO’s guts. “You going to take all this fucking 
dick and you going to love it.” 

Raheem made his dick jump inside of Xavier, making the cocky guard flinch 
in pain and then moan in pleasure. His body was clay in Raheem’s hands. The 
man simply needed to be molded to satisfy the primal need Raheem felt deep 
within. 

With a hard jerk, Raheem pushed his hips forward and buried his solid nine 
inches inside of Xavier all the way to the hilt. Xavier sprung up to his tippy toes 
and his chin went towards the ceiling. Raheem moved his right hand up and 
gripped the man by the throat, pulled his head back and sucked on his neck as he 
began to stroke in and out the seeded hole. 

“Fuck,” Raheem cursed into Xavier’s neck, “ass is wet as fuck, boy. Open 
that shit up for daddy. Take this shit like you love my dick. Tell me how that shit 
feels, nigga.” 

“Fuck Me!” Xavier hollered toward the ceiling. “Fuck my ass!” 

Raheem bit down on his bottom lip and took a deep breath. That was all the 
encouragement he needed. He roughly gripped Xavier’s hips with both of his 
hands and eased back two steps. Xavier was bent over like a street hooker in a 


back alley and Raheem long dicked his ass without pause or concern. Sounds of 
smacking, wet flesh echoed in the small space. 

Xavier reached out with one hand and placed it against the door to keep his 
balance. He steeled his body to take the brutal assault his ass was receiving and 
struggled not to pull away. The pain was unbearable but the pleasure he felt from 
Raheem pounding his prostate was earth shattering. The only thing the CO could 
do was take it and stroke his own meat in the process. 

“T think I’m about to nut,” Xavier whispered. 

“Not yet,” Raheem ordered. “You nut when I say you nut, bitch.” 

Raheem reached around and grabbed Xavier’s hand from his dick. He bent it 
back and placed the CO’s wrist firmly on his own back. Raheem squatted a little 
and made his dick jump inside his bitch’s hole. Xavier’s mouth shot open. He 
clawed at the door and squeezed his eyes shut. 

“T can’t hold it!” Xavier shouted. 

“Then bust that shit, nigga! Bust while I’m hittin’ this shit.” 

Raheem pulled back until just the head was wedged inside of Xavier and 
pressed forward until the length of his fuck stick was swallowed. The horny 
inmate did it over and over and over again. Tears of pain and pleasure streamed 
down Xavier’s face. 

Like a dam bursting into a million pieces, Xavier’s dick exploded without 
him touching himself. Thick ropes of cum shot out and smattered all over the 
door and ground in front of him. 

“Yea,” Raheem hissed, “that ass clenching! You nutting nigga?! You nutting!! 
Shiiiittt, I’m bout to bust!” 

Raheem collapsed on top of Xavier, pressing his sweat covered chest and abs 
on the length of Xavier’s back. His dick jerk violently with each shot of nut he 
sent deep into Xavier’s guts. After the last squirt, Raheem slowly pulled his 
deflating dick from Xavier’s spent hole. He tumbled back and collapsed onto the 
bottom prison bunk. 

Xavier fell down to his knees. He struggled to catch his breath. Sweat pearled 
all over his body. Nut oozed from his ass to the cement floor. He felt disgusting 
but wonderfully satisfied. For a second time that day, he’d been dicked down by 
a man; by an inmate and he loved it. 

“You alright over there, CO?” Raheem asked. He stood up and went to the 
latrine. A steady stream of piss flowed from his semi-erect dick as he spoke. “I 
know shit looks fucked up right now but I need you to get your shit together.” 

Xavier took a deep breath and looked up at Raheem. He tried to summon up 
as much contempt and hate as he could. But it didn’t work. It was difficult 
keeping his eyes on the young man’s face without glancing down at his sweat 


glistening muscles or his thick dick. Hell, looking at his statuesque face was hard 
enough. Xavier clenched his eyes shut, steadied himself and stood up. 

“You got a rag or something I can clean up with, inmate?” 

Raheem laughed. “Sup with this ‘inmate’ shit, nigga?” The thick dicked thug 
shook his meat and flushed. He tossed a washcloth in the sink and turned on the 
water. “I don’t know how long this riot bullshit going to last but I know all this 
‘inmate’ shit needs to die. Or you might... die that is.” 

“You threatening me,” Xavier narrowed his gaze. “Inmate Jones?” 

Raheem shook his head as he slid his oranges back on. He walked over to the 
cell door and then looked over his shoulder. “How long do you think it will be 
until them niggas start going from cell to cell looking for your ass? They know 
there was three COs working when shit popped off.” 

Xavier straightened his back. The image of the old guard and the fat female 
guard being hurried off into one of the cells exploded in his mind. Fear gripped 
him for a moment. The female would probably be raped. That was a fact. 

The likelihood of the inmates fucking with the old head were slim but Xavier 
could think of at least six on the block who would bust the man upside the head 
just because he was a CO. Xavier didn’t even want to think what they would do 
to him if they caught him. 

“So you’re going to hand me over?” Xavier asked. “Just going to fuck me and 
then make me one of their hostages?” 

Raheem folded his arms over his tatted chest. “Nigga, you make it seem like 
you my wife or some shit. I done gave you this dick twice and you still be on 
some ‘inmate’ shit. Fuck, I should turn your ass over to them niggas. I mean, you 
are still a pig even if that ass is good as shit.” 

“Fucking faggot,” Xavier mumbled. 

Raheem jumped up and shortened the distance between him and his latest 
sexual conquest in the blink of an eye. The hate in the inmate’s eye bumed bright 
and put fear in Xavier’s heart. Raheem’s boney, strong fingers were wrapped 
around Xavier’s throat in a flash. 

Struggling didn’t help. Raheem had taken Xavier by surprise. Just a few 
minutes ago Xavier tumbled over the cliff of pleasure because of Raheem’s 
touch and now he was on the brink of death from those very same hands. The 
insanely rapid switch up was dizzying and horrifying. 

Xavier looked up into Raheem’s eyes. He was slipping into the darkness. His 
skin felt cold and prickly. Then, at the last moment, Raheem loosened his grip 
and pushed the guard back down to the cement floor. Xavier coughed and 
wheezed until he caught his breath. 

Raheem drug his feet back to the bunk. “Watch how the fuck you talk to me, 


nigga. I aint no motherfucking faggot. I don’t get fucked. I fuck bitches that want 
dick like you, feel me?” 

Xavier didn’t say anything. The single thought running through his mind was 
beating the shit out of Raheem. The wiry inmate was strong but Xavier was 
pretty confident he could take the boy head on without being caught off guard. 
The only thing stopping him from jumping up from the ground and charging at 
the kid was the fact that he was now a prisoner surrounded by criminals. Even if 
he beat the shit out of Raheem there was nowhere to go. And if someone came to 
the cell he’d have some explaining to do. 

“Where’s your roommate?” Xavier asked. He wanted to change the direction 
of the conversation. “Thought that was your body guard or some shit.” 

Raheem grinned. “Bunker? Naw, that nigga just make sure these pussy 
motherfuckers don’t think shit is sweet and try a nigga, feel me?” 

Xavier frowned. “So you fucking him too?” 

The scowl on Raheem’s face made Xavier visibly recoil. “Naw nigga, just 
your sissy ass. Ain’t no point in fucking a nigga stuck in a cell like me. 
Especially when his ass can be bought with a fucking strawberry Danish.” 

“So you give him some commissary and he gives you protection?” 

“You been here long enough, C.O. You know how this shit works. The little 
jobs they got round here only pay enough for some decent soap and toothpaste 
and deodorant. Nobody getting enough bread to get they sweet tooth satisfied. 
Not unless you got someone on the outside.” 

“Oh, so you got connections on the outside putting money in your account?” 

“T gots bitches. Just the way this shit works.” 

“Looks like you got some niggas on your dick too.” 

Raheem eyed Xavier. He didn’t make a move this time. The C.O. was on his 
feet and in a defensive stance. Both men knew that if anything popped off they’d 
both pay a price. 

“Why you trying to fuck with me, C.O.? You mad that you like this dick up 
your ass? Feeling like you less of a man and shit. Thinking back to all those 
times you was peeping out your niggas instead of the bitch with the big titties? 
Maybe you just a fag.” 

“What does that make you?” 

Raheem shrugged. He jumped up on the top bunk and clasped his hands. 
“Makes me a nigga trying to get a nut. Shit, look around, aint no bitches to get 
my dick wet. I’m a fucking prisoner surrounding by a bunch of nasty ass 
niggas.” Raheem licked his lips and looked Xavier up and down. “What’s your 
excuse?” 

“What the fuck you mean, inmate?” Xavier asked, emphasizing the last word. 


Raheem smiled and let the disrespect slide. “So I guess you work in a prison 
so that you can get as much inmate dick as your faggot ass can take. Not enough 
faggot niggas in Atlanta willing to dick you down good?” 

Xavier narrowed his gaze. His ears burned. He took a few deep breaths to 
regain his composure. As much as Raheem was trying to make him seem like 
some thirsty faggot, Xavier knew the game he was playing. Typically, inmates 
didn’t fuck for fun. There was usually a motive. There was usually some goal 
they were trying to attain. 

“What you trying to get, Raheem? You already got a gun up in here. And I’m 
sure you got some other tricks up your sleeve.” 

“Gun?” Raheem asked. The feigned innocence in his tone was intentional. 
“Why you think I had anything to do with that shit? I’m just an inmate biting his 
time waiting to get out. Aint got shit to do with this riot bullshit, slim.” 

“Because your roommate has the gun and I know he’s not that smart or 
manipulative to convince one of the guards to smuggle some heat up in here.” 

“Hmm,” Raheem shrugged his shoulders as if he didn’t have a care in the 
world. “Guess we’ll never know.” 

He laid back on his bunk and let out a heavy breath. Raheem laced his fingers 
on the back of his head and looked towards the ceiling. Xavier got the message. 
The conniving inmate was done talking. He’d busted a nut and was satisfied with 
waiting out the drama just beyond the steel door. 

Xavier leaned back against the door. He didn’t have proof but he was sure 
that this riot was conspired and organized by Raheem. Xavier wondered who the 
inmate had seduced to get what he wanted. The sad truth was that it could have 
been any one of the shift commanders, male or female, or even higher up on the 
chain of command. Any of them would have access to the inmates and be able to 
smuggle in a gun from the outside world if they wanted to badly enough. 

The smug grin on Raheem’s face taunted Xavier. Despite realizing he was just 
one of likely many pawns in Raheem’s game, Xavier still wanted the thug’s 
attention. The realization threw fear in Xavier’s heart like sunlight shed light in a 
dark corner. Looking at the boy cemented that reality. Xavier wanted more than 
the boy’s dick. He wanted Raheem. 

Xavier pressed his face in his hands. He mentally beat himself for the 
unhealthy infatuation. He’s a fucking man and an inmate, Xavier thought. What 
the fuck could we ever be besides guard and prisoner? 

The thought didn’t shake how Xavier felt. The persistent feeling was scary as 
hell. Then Xavier thought about the other inmates and the riot. Infatuated or not, 
he’d be a dead man if he didn’t figure out what to do about his immediate 
situation. He looked over at Raheem. 


“Where are your extra oranges, Jones?” 

Raheem sucked his teeth. “Why?” 

“What the fuck do you mean ‘why’? Why do you think? I need to blend in so 
those savages don’t try to kill me. Trying to walk out of here alive if you don’t 
mind.” 

“T feel you, but why should I help you?” Raheem sat up on his elbows and 
turned towards the guard. “What you going to do for me?” 

Xavier’s eyes glossed over. His life hung in the balance. All he needed was a 
change of clothes and Raheem was trying to negotiate. Pure, unfiltered hatred 
flowed through Xavier’s veins. Inmate or not, Xavier couldn’t believe how 
dispassionate Raheem was acting. The boy had pleasured himself with Xavier’s 
ass twice and he didn’t even have the decency of giving him some filthy pair of 
oranges. 

“Did you hear me CO?” Raheem asked. He hopped down and stepped to 
Xavier. A condescending arrogance covered his face. “Get on your knees, bitch.” 

Xavier didn’t move. He couldn’t. He realized that at any moment those doors 
could be thrown open and he could be beat to death with metal poles. Xavier 
needed those oranges. Nothing else mattered. Not even how badly his mouth 
watered for some more dick. 

Raheem slapped Xavier. That’s when the CO finally snapped. 

Xavier balled his right fist and swung as hard as he could. His knuckles 
connected with a blood cudgeling blow to Raheem’s side. It sounded like a rib 
cracked. That realization didn’t stymie the assault. 

Raheem doubled over and clenched at his side. Xavier’s nostrils flared. His 
eyes burned with fury. Instinct took over. Xavier’s knee shot up and connected 
with the young inmate’s nose. 

Like a slab of meat, Raheem’s once limber and vibrant body feel to the 
ground. He wailed out in pain. Xavier jumped on him and covered his mouth. He 
leaned down as he pressed his knee into his back. 

“Where are the extra fucking oranges?” Xavier demanded. 

Raheem spit out blood and laughed. “There are none, nigga!” 

Hope evaporated. Despite slammed into Xavier. He eased up from Raheem’s 
back. The inmate sat up and crawled over to the bottom bunk. 

“You know I’m going to fuck you up, right?” 

Xavier’s eye twitched. Then they got wide. He looked Raheem up and down. 
He had on oranges that were just Xavier’s size. Raheem saw the look in Xavier’s 
eye. He scrambled to his feet but he was too late. 

Xavier was on him, ripping off the boy’s clothes. The more he fought the 
more enraged Xavier became. He wasn’t a CO anymore. That civility and 


commitment to duty was gone. Now, he was a man in a warzone trying to ensure 
his survival. And the only one in the way was Raheem. 

The pants came off first. Those were easy. Getting the vest proved to be more 
difficult. Raheem fought tooth and nails but Xavier was fighting for his life. All 
was fair in his mind. The CO slammed the boy into the wall, hard. The fight had 
left the boy’s body after that. His right arm slumped against his side. Xavier was 
sure it was dislocated. 

“You’re dead, nigga!” Raheem yelled. “I’m going to fucking kill you!” 

Xavier heard the words. They’d burned his ears. He took the young inmate by 
the neck and squeezed. He squeezed and squeezed until the would-be assassin’s 
eye bulged. He was on the precipice of death. Xavier looked at the kid and could 
see the life draining from his body. Then, he let him go. Raheem slumped to the 
ground. 

As angry and afraid as he was, Xavier wasn’t a killer. He couldn’t see himself 
taking another man’s life. Not like this. Not here in the prison. But he knew he 
had to do something about Raheem. There was no telling how long the riot 
would last. The last thing he needed was for the angry thug to signal the rest of 
the savages. 

Xavier took a couple of deep breaths and regained his composure. He looked 
down at Raheem. The inmate wasn’t moving. Panic snowballed through Xavier’s 
body. He fell to a knee next to the boy and pressed two fingers against his neck. 
There was a pulse. It was faint but it was there. 

Raheem’s eyes were shut and his body lay haphazardly on the ground. Xavier 
took him by the shoulders and shook. The thug didn’t flinch. Xavier leaned in 
and pressed his ear near Raheem’s nose. His breathing was shallow. 

Catching a murder charge during a prison riot was the last thing Xavier 
needed. He sat down next to the limp body of his infatuation and ran the scenario 
back in his mind. If pressed, Xavier would say that the boy provoked the fight. It 
was the best option he could think of that would be remotely believable. Xavier 
gathered his thoughts and organized his story. Then a low grunt vibrated from 
Raheem’s body. 

Thank God, Xavier thought. 

It didn’t look like the boy was going to die. Xavier wouldn’t be at risk of 
serving jail time for a murder. But now, Raheem was waking up and definitely 
was going to be angry as hell when he regained his bearings. Xavier knew he 
had to do something. If he didn’t, the thug might try to fulfill his promise and try 
to kill Xavier the moment he got the chance. 

Xavier looked over the small cell considering all his options. There weren’t 
many. Then he had an idea. The CO jumped up and snatched all the bed linen 


from the top bunk and tossed it down to the ground. He watched Raheem 
groggily move from side to side in the bed. Even in his current state the boy was 
fine as Hell. Xavier kicked himself mentally for the thought. 

After quickly separating the fitted sheet and flat sheet from the thin, rough 
comforter it became apparent that he didn’t have enough material for the task at 
hand. Xavier moved quickly and pulled the covers from under Raheem’s almost 
lifeless body. In his haste, Xavier forced the young inmate onto his stomach. For 
the first time, Xavier got a good look at the thug’s firm, round ass. It was a 
magnificent sight. 

Xavier was stuck. He’d frozen right on the spot. Never before had he checked 
out another man’s ass. And never in his wildest dreams did he think that he’d get 
some type of enjoyment from the spectacle. But there he was, in the middle of a 
prison riot, looking at Raheem Jones’ ass poking into the air with just a thin 
piece of cloth separating his raw flesh from the elements. 

Something deep and primal had awakened within Xavier. His mouth watered 
and his heart beat hastened. The way the small of Raheem’s muscular back 
seemed to curve effortlessly into the plumpness that was his ass was 
hypnotizing. Xavier dick began to thicken as he appreciated Raheem’s backside. 
It was small, maybe little more than a handful, but it looked perfect, like every 
other part of the boy’s body. 

The moment of admiration and downright lusting subsided for a split second. 
Raheem’s head rose from the thin material the Department of Corrections dared 
called a mattress. Xavier didn’t have the luxury of time to keep fucking around. 
He knew that. Quickly, he surveyed the bottom bed bunk and devised his 
scheme. 

Each bed frame was essentially a hunk of metal bolted into the cinder brick 
walls. Two metal L shaped poles were welded to the corner of the beds at the 
points that stuck out into the room and held the beds together. Xavier moved 
from to the top of the bed, near Raheem’s head and began the task at hand. 

Learning how to tie knots so many years ago in Boy Scout’s had finally come 
in handy. Xavier took the first fitted sheet and wrapped one of the ends around 
Raheem’s wrist. He tied a knot so tightly that the inmate’s arm instinctively 
spasmed. Xavier took the other end of the sheet and stuffed it in the small space 
between the wall and the metal bunk. He moved on to the next limb once the 
fabric was on the ground under the bunk. 

With each wrist and ankle firmly tied up, Xavier shimmied under the bed and 
began to knot the sheets together. He pulled them until they were nice and taut. 
The way he knotted them would only strengthen the knots when Raheem 
struggled and fought to get loose. And Xavier knew the convict would fight his 


little heart out trying to free himself. A small, perverse smile of victory creased 
Xavier’s lips. 

Xavier finished and slid from under the bunk. He looked down at Raheem. A 
surge of power coursed through his body. For a brief moment the riot didn’t 
matter. The sexual control Raheem had exerted over Xavier was gone. Xavier 
was back in charge. 

Sounds of men whooping and hollering just outside the cell shook Xavier 
from his power induced trance. Raheem was restrained but there was still work 
to be done. Xavier began to pull off his clothes. He slid on the oranges he took 
from Raheem and placed his CO uniform in a pillowcase from the top bunk. Just 
as he dropped the makeshift bag to the floor, Raheem finally woke up. 

“You gonna die, nigga!” 

Xavier went to a knee until he was face to face with the beautiful male 
specimen he had in bondage. With a heavy hand, the CO patted the bare of 
Raheem’s back three times, making the inmate tense and wince in pain each 
time. 

“Maybe. But if I was you I’d calm the fuck down before I have to put 
something in your mouth.” 

Raheem’s face soured. “I’ll bite your shit off if you put it anywhere near my 
mouth, motherfucker. I aint no fucking bitch!” 

Xavier frowned. At first he was perplexed. Then understanding struck him 
like lightning. The thought to place his dick in the boy’s mouth had never 
crossed Xavier’s mind. Until now. The same control and power that had aroused 
Raheem a few hours ago was now seeping into Xavier’s mind and body. It was 
euphoric and intoxicating. 

“You must not understand the position you’re in, slim.” 

The sound of Xavier’s voice and his tone were as menacing to his own ears as 
they were to Raheem’s. Only, the inmate recoiled in fear. Xavier drank up the 
raw emotion and was only encouraged to further torment the boy. Slowly, Xavier 
slid his hand down to the small of Raheem’s back and laced his fingers under the 
inmate’s boxer waistband so that his three middle fingers grazed the top of his 
plump ass. 

“What you doing, nigga?” Raheem asked angrily. There was more fear than 
threat in the voice. “Told you I aint no bitch!” 

Xavier thrust his hand down the thin boxers and gripped Raheem’s ass firmly. 
“Little nigga, you bout to be my bitch in a minute if you keep on with that 
yelling shit.” 

Raheem pulled and twisted at the fabric cuffs chaining him to the bed. He 
didn’t get anywhere. Xavier giggled at the boy’s futile attempt to get away and 


begin to kneed and massage the warm flesh flexing under his fingertips. For the 
very first time in his life, he felt his manhood swell at the sensation of another 
man’s ass moving and bulging under his grip. 

Xavier managed to work his middle finger over the tightness deep between 
the inmates smooth ass. Raheem clenched his cheeks as hard as he could. It was 
a futile attempt. Xavier brought down his other hand hard on the boy’s ass over 
and over again until he relaxed. 

“Don’t make me beat that ass nigga,” Xavier said with his hand raised in the 
air. The sound of his voice even scared him. Seeing the look on Raheem’s face 
sent chills of excitement over his body. “You’re not in control.” 

Raheem’s expression was stone cold. He clenched his jaw shut and looked up 
at Xavier with the anger of a thousand hornets. Xavier relished the look. 
Something he had never felt raged through his body. The feeling was 
invigorating and scary at the same time. It was like a high. Xavier was tripping 
on power, control and lust. It was the craziest shit he ever felt. 

Xavier slowly moved his finger from Raheem’s reluctant ass. He placed the 
finger right under his nostrils and took a deep breath. The move seemed as 
natural as breathing. The scent that struck his senses made his blood rush and 
dick strain even harder in his stolen oranges. Xavier would have never imagined 
that the smell of a nigga’s ass would have him in such frenzy. Now, he only 
wanted more. 

Xavier stood up, his manhood unabashedly jutting out against his loose fitting 
orange prison pants, and looked down at Raheem. He moved quickly. Xavier 
took both sides of Raheem’s boxers and pulled them down to the middle of the 
inmate’s thighs. His black ass was fully exposed. It was as smooth and perfect as 
a black pearl. Xavier almost couldn’t catch his breath from the sight. Then an 
idea took hold in his mind. 

Raheem watched Xavier move to where his toiletries were. Fear flooded his 
limber body. He twisted, turned and pulled at the makeshift shackles on his 
wrists and ankles. He was no closer to freeing himself than the first time he tried 
to get the tied sheets from his limbs. If anything, the struggling made the cloth 
tighten. He could only look up at Xavier and wait to see what the crazed guard 
was plotting now. 

“Hope you ass is ready for this,” Xavier said over his shoulder. “Cause all 
that clenching aint going to matter.” 

Raheem’s jaw dropped when he saw the tube of Vaseline in Xavier’s hand. 
“Dog, don’t do this shit,” he pleaded. “You really bout to rape me nigga?” 

“Can’t rape the willing,” Xavier replied. “I felt your gouch when I was 
working that prison booty. It was hard as I am right now.” 


“Gouch?!” Raheem yelled. Confusion riddled his tone. “The fuck is a 
gouch?” 

Xavier smiled as he popped the top and smeared a healthy amount on his 
finger. “That’s the small part between your ass hole and your balls. It’s like an 
extension of your dick. And yours was hard. Admit it. This shit is turning you on 
as much as me.” 

“Naw,” Raheem shook his head violently. “I aint with that faggot shit.” 

“You saying one thing but your body is saying another.” 

“Motherfucker, I aint no bitch and you aint fucking me in the ass!” 

Xavier chuckled. “We got to get even, inmate Jones. I submitted, now it’s 
your turn.” 

Raheem struggled to get free again. Xavier ignored the attempt and managed 
to smear a fat glob of the lubricant between the inmate’s ass cheeks. Xavier 
worked his middle finger pass the hard cheeks and pressed against the tight, 
smooth hole that tempted and teased his libido. He was knuckles deep when 
Raheem just stopped fighting. 

“Put your dick in my mouth,” the inmate whispered. 

Xavier frowned and looked down at him suspiciously. The boy had already 
promised to bite his manhood off and now he was asking for it. Even though 
Xavier’s dick jumped at the thought of stroking out the thug’s throat, he was 
wary of teeth snapping his shit off. Xavier surveyed the boy’s face as he fingered 
the now relaxed hole of the inmate. 

“So now you want to taste my meat?” Xavier asked. 

Before Raheem could answer, Xavier worked a second finger into the slim 
bodied criminal and began massaging his prostate from the inside of Raheem’s 
ass. Grunts and moans of pleasure forced their way pass the inmates perfectly 
curved lips. Xavier reached down with his free hand and slipped it under 
Raheem’s burning hot body. He reached for the inmate’s dick. It was on brick. 

“Just put it in my mouth and stop motherfucking talking, nigga.” 

Xavier bit at his bottom lip. He stroked the inmate’s dick and ass in unison 
before he pulled away and pulled off his own oranges and boxer briefs. Now, he 
was naked from the waist down. Xavier’s dick swung menacingly in Raheem’s 
face. Xavier reached down and moved the inmate’s dreads. He stepped up and 
pressed the head of his dick against Raheem’s lips. 

Raheem didn’t hesitate. He opened his mouth and swallowed the guard 
whole. He sucked and sucked until half of Xavier’s dick was stuffed down his 
throat. Raheem’s sucking moved Xavier into a steady stroking motion. The pace 
went from fast and hard to slow and steady. Xavier enjoyed every moment of the 
ride. 


After the initial shock and surprise had passed, Xavier opened his eyes. He 
ran his fingers through the inmates hair and he face fucked the boy. Xavier 
looked from his beautiful face, over his muscular body and back down to his 
dark, plump ass. Still, the thought of the boy’s hole had him in a trance. 

Xavier took some more Vaseline and put it on his finger. He placed his digits 
against the slick hole and worked back inside of Raheem’s thugged out, tight 
sphincter. This time, the inmate’s ass opened up for the phallic invader. His 
throat even relaxed more and accommodated the thickness of Xavier’s stiff 
erection. 

“Fuck!” Xavier yelled under his breath. “This ass and this mouth are hot as 
fuck. You going to let me slip up in this shit before all this riot bull is over.” 

Raheem hummed in what sounded like his approval. Xavier’s knees buckled 
from the sensation. As much as he wanted to poke the boy in the butt, he could 
feel his orgasm building. Xavier growled hungrily and thrust his three fingers in 
Raheem’s ass. He pulled at the inmates dreads and forced his dick deep down in 
the man’s throat. He clenched his eyes shut and concentrated so he didn’t cum 
too quickly. It was too late. 

“Yessss,” he hissed. “That feels so fucking good.” Xavier pronounced each 
syllable in rhythm with his mechanical like stroking. “I’m going to bust!” 

Xavier pressed his hips forward, gagging Raheem, and shot his load deep into 
the inmate’s guts. Each shot sent a shudder of pleasure through his sweat 
slickened body. With the last drop oozing from his dick, Xavier let out an 
apprehensive grunt and smiled. Slowly, he pulled his softening manhood from 
Raheem’s mouth. 

“You better swallow every drop too,” Xavier said. “And I hope that ass is 
ready. Won’t take me long to get hard again.” 

“Good,” a voice from near the door said. “Cause my dick is hard as fuck right 
now and I see two bitches I can fuck right now.” 

Xavier and Raheem both turned towards the cell door. Three inmates stood at 
the entrance leering at the pair with lust and rage in their eyes. 


Solitary 


Blood teased the tips of Xavier’s taste buds. Pain throbbed over his face with the 
beat of his racing heart. The soreness in his cheek made him wince and the 
pressure in his left temple almost made him double over in pure agony. Xavier’s 
gut twisted and pulled like a cramp strung on crack. Waves of pain crashed into 
him so hard that he was almost knocked back into unconsciousness. He was 
plagued with lightheadedness. Everything was a blur. 

Xavier struggled to calm himself. He clenched his eyes shut and took deep 
breaths until he finally steadied himself. Xavier focused on the sound of air 
filling and leaving his lungs, ignoring the pain. Slowly, his vision began to clear 
and his memory crept into his mind. The horror of what had happened just 
before he was knocked out struck him like a runaway train. 

A violent barrage of fists pummeling towards his face exploded in his mind. 
What he saw was so vivid that he recoiled back into a defensive posture as if it 
were happening all over again. Xavier hit his head against something cold and 
hard. The thought was gone almost as quickly as it had appeared and molested 
his mind. 

It’s over, Xavier thought. He said the words over and over until he believed 
them. He reminded himself that it was just a memory. Vivid as fuck but it was 
over. The bruises that littered his body were a testament to that fact. A small grin 
spread on his swollen, busted lips. He may have gotten his ass whipped but 
Xavier knew he put up a hell of a fight. He was sure that he wasn’t the only one 
who had walked away with a bloodied lip and a few bruises. Still, the moment of 
victory was short lived. Someone had struck him so hard that he had been 
unconscious for God knew how long. 

Xavier had no idea where he was. The prisoners that assaulted him had 
moved him from Raheem’s cell. He didn’t remember it happening but he knew 
he was in a different cell. His memory was devoid of the men’s face. Only the 
crisp, vivid images of black fist filled his thoughts. 

Xavier’s senses crept back almost as stealthily as the stench filling the small 
space violating his nose. It smelled like shit. Slowly, his vision cleared up 
enough to make out his surroundings. He looked around the barren cell, fighting 
the panic that swelled in his chest. Raheem was nowhere to be seen. They’d 


separated them. He was alone. 

Now is not the time to bitch up, Xavier thought. These niggas want me scared. 
He struggled to gain control of his emotions. If he wanted to live through the riot 
and survive whatever the men who had attacked him had planned then he needed 
to have his wits about him. No one was going to come save the day. Xavier knew 
that his life depended on one person; him. He needed a plan. 

Xavier looked up from his sunken frame and surveyed the cell. He wondered 
what they had done with Raheem. Fear erupted in his chest. Images of all the 
horrible things the young inmate could have been enduring spread through 
Xavier’s mind like wildfire. Anything that happened would be his fault. Because 
of his savage sexual hunger, Raheem was tied to the bed, helpless and 
vulnerable. 

Xavier’s concern and despair for Raheem didn’t last long. Reality slammed 
into the guard’s chest like an eighteen wheeler without brakes. He was the police 
behind these walls. He was the physical embodiment of the oppression these 
men had felt every day. He was the one the inmates would exact revenge upon 
for all the shit they even endured from anyone in a uniform. What plans they 
may have had for him sent chills up and down Xavier’s body. He was surprised 
that he was still alive. 

His muscles tensed to the point of pain. Adrenaline surged through his veins. 
Xavier jumped to his feet and charged towards the door. Inches from his escape, 
his body violently jerked back towards the bare metal bunk beds. Torn sheets 
shackled his wrists and tore into his flesh. He was tied to the bunk like a dog 
chained to a poll in a dirt yard. Then Xavier realized that not only was he tied 
up, but he was gagged and stripped of all clothing. 

Xavier struggled to temper the panic consuming his body. He steeled himself 
and let his mind race. There was no telling what had been done to him while he 
was out. Xavier focused his mind on his body. There was only pain in his gut 
and face. Sadly, he was thankful for that small realization. He hadn’t been 
violated. Not yet anyways. 

There was no telling how long he’d been out. Xavier could see darkness from 
the small window. It was either the same night the riot went down or the next 
evening. He doubted it was the latter. There was no way the warden would have 
allowed the riot to go on for twenty-four hours, hostages or not. 

Fuck! I should have just taken that job at Walmart as a manager, Xavier 
thought. At least I wouldn’t be scared that some criminal would be slitting my 
throat with a shank or some shit. 

Granted, the paycheck as a guard was much better but the risk of bodily harm 
was a truly mitigating factor; a risk that had become a reality a few hours ago. 


Xavier would have given anything to be organizing cereal shelves instead of 
standing naked in a jail cell fearing for his life. Now he had to do everything in 
his power to stay alive. 

The large metal door to the cell flung open violently. A beast of a man filled 
the frame and stared down at Xavier like he was an insect. Fear strangled 
Xavier’s heart but he refused to let his emotions show. He put on the most 
defiant face he could muster. When the man grinned Xavier thought he’d melt. 

“Hope you got enough rest, little nigga,” the man said in a booming voice. He 
stepped into the cell under the light. Xavier recognized the old gangbanger. 
“Shit, I almost thought you wasn’t going to wake up. Take a punch like a bitch.” 

Xavier clenched his jaw and narrowed his gaze. He looked the man up and 
down. There was no way he could take him even if he had use of his hands. 
Jerome McKinley had been a golden glove boxer in his youth. The men on the 
block called him D-Rock. Xavier never asked why that was his nickname but he 
was sure it had something to do with his boxing skills. The man was in his early 
fifties and had spent the better part of twenty years locked up on a home 
invasion and murder conviction. Xavier remembered the man. He was always 
working out on the yard. 

D-Rock towered over Xavier, shirtless, his jailhouse muscles flexed and 
hardened like cement. His knuckles were wet with blood and a mist of sweat 
covered his stocky build. He was a striking figure when he worked out on the 
yard. Now, standing here, chest bare, he was damn frightening. Xavier knew that 
if the man had wanted to do him harm there was absolutely nothing he could do 
about it. He was helpless. 

“Are you going to kill me?” Xavier asked. If death was coming he wanted to 
know. “You may as well get it over with now if you’re going to do it.” 

D-Rock frowned. “You wanna die, little nigga? I can snap your neck right 
now if you really want me to. Tell me now and I can get it over with.” 

Xavier studied the man’s bronze like face and slowly shook his head. He 
doubted he had any real choice but he wasn’t about to forfeit his life because of 
some crazy concept of bravado or pride. 

“Good,” the old gangster said. “You’re worth much more to me alive than you 
are dead.” 

Xavier cringed at the thought of what the man had in store for him. “Do you 
know what happened to the other guards?” 

“Shit, if I was you I’d want to know what was going to happen to me. But I’ll 
tell ya that they still alive. Hell, that bitch guard is a feisty one. Pussy soft and 
sweet as fuck.” 

Xavier closed his eyes, saddened by hearing what he had already known. The 


men were likely raping her, taking turns. She would likely get it worst of any of 
them. Now he wondered what was going to happen to him. 

“Did you want to know what happened to your little butt buddy, too?” 

Xavier didn’t say anything. He didn’t even flinch. More than anything he 
wanted to know what happened to Raheem. But he wasn’t about to give D-Rock 
the satisfaction of tormenting him. He steeled his body and kept his eyes on D- 
Rock’s. 

“No? Alright. Doesn’t really matter anyways. With the shit ya’ll was doing 
things should be smooth sailing for his faggot ass now. And since that’s out the 
way how about we discuss how you’|l be spending the rest of your stay in this 
lovely eight by ten penthouse suite.” 

“Tf you kill me you’ll get the death penalty,” Xavier spit the words. “Force me 
to do anything against my will and you’ll get more time. You know that.” 

“That’s why you’re not going to do anything against your will.” D-Rock 
walked over to the commode and leaned in towards Xavier. “Tell me about your 
fuck buddy, Raheem.” 

Xavier shrugged nonchalantly and looked to the cement ground. “Nothing to 
tell.” 

“So you having him tied up on the bed while you fucked his face was just a 
regular day at the job?” D-Rock crossed his arms over his chest. “Little nigga, I 
been locked up too long not to know what the fuck is going on. You not the first 
guard to fuck with an inmate. I’m just trying to figure out why you did it. Seems 
dumb as fuck to risk your job and freedom.” 

Xavier pressed his lips together tightly. He honestly didn’t know why he had 
allowed himself to break the law and fornicate with another man. Thinking about 
it know only made the weight of what he had done weigh down on him more 
heavily. 

“Do you love him?” 

The question shocked Xavier. His face twisted. He lost control. Did he love 
the young thug? Could he love an inmate; a man? D-Rock saw the internal 
struggle raging in Xavier. He pounced at the opportunity. 

“That little nigga done crossed a lot of niggas up in this bitch and the bounty 
on his head is high as fuck. And being the business man that I am, I got some of 
my boys taking bids on that nigga’s life. But, if you do what I tell you to do, you 
could save him. Do you understand what I’m telling you?” 

Xavier studied the old man’s face. An eternity seemed to pass as he 
considered D-Rock’s words. Finally, the guard responded, “I think so.” 

“Good. Very good. Now, I’m going to be here the whole time while you make 
me money so I don’t let these niggas kill your little faggot boyfriend. If you do 


exactly what I say you and that scab just might survive this little riot bullshit. 
Understand?” 

Xavier nodded. His heart raced and his mind drifted off, wondering if 
Raheem was okay. If the boy was still even breathing. D-Rock could be lying. 
“How do I know that he’s still alive?” 

“T saw him before I came here. You just have to take my word. And if you 
don’t do exactly what I tell you to do, I’ll kill you anyways. Crazy shit happens 
during riots. A dead body here and there don’t surprise nobody.” 

“T understand.” 

D-Rock smiled evilly as he shimmied his oranges down to his ankles. “Now 
crawl your ass over here and suck my dick. And don’t stop until you swallow 
every drop of nutt I shoot down your faggot throat.” 

Xavier shook in horror. A boiling rage deep in his gut made his muscle tense 
all over his body. He knew that sucking D-Rock’s dick was only the beginning 
of the nightmare he had found himself in. Slowly he dragged one knee in front of 
the other towards his rapist. 

Inch by inch he got closer to the thick monster dangling between the jailhouse 
thug’s grotesquely large thighs. Xavier racked his brain thinking of how he could 
get away. He was arms length away when a frightening realization hit him: there 
was only one way he would leave this cell alive; with D-Rock dead. 

Facilitating that hail Mary solution would be damn near impossible since he 
was butt ass naked without a weapon and still tied to the prison bunks like a mutt 
to a pole. And Xavier knew that D-Rock wouldn’t hesitate to beat the living shit 
out of him if he even gave the man a queer look. 

Xavier squatted between D-Rock’s massive legs and looked down at the 
thickening piece of meat demanding his attention. His eyes watered with tears. 
Slowly, he looked up at D-Rock. Savage lust and pure evil danced in the man’s 
eyes. The wicked flicker in his eyes seemed to pulsate to some Satanic beat. This 
wasn’t about a nut. Humiliation and control are what got the old head off. 

Ill have to bite off his dick, Xavier thought. Catch him off guard put his big 
ass in a chokehold. 

A sickening grin spread on D-Rock’s leathery face. It was almost as if he 
knew exactly what Xavier was thinking. The officer turn prisoner may as well 
have said the words aloud. D-Rock reached in his pocket and pulled out a six 
inch long jagged strip of metal with a wash cloth fastened around the base as the 
handle. 

“Try me if you want little nigga,” D-Rock warmed. “I?ll use this piece of steel 
to gut you from chest to dick and then let your ass bleed out. Slowly.” The prison 
gangster let the words hand in the air like the stench of dog shit. “Now suck this 


dick and keep your hands on the ground.” 

Xavier’s eyes went back to the hard dick awaiting him. His chest heaved up 
and down as he watched the thick vein running the length of D-Rock’s pole 
throb at a quick pulse. The man’s thick bulbous head poked out from the sheath 
of foreskin. Xavier doubted the thing would even fit in his mouth. 

D-Rock reached down and gripped his manhood. He stroked it a few times, 
pushing globes of clear precum to the slit of his dick. Slowly, he pulled back his 
foreskin, exposed the purple dick head covered in white specks of dick cheese. 
Xavier steeled his stomach and forced himself not to upchuck what little food 
remained in his gut. 

There was no time to think. D-Rock reached down and hooked Xavier’s head 
with his massive hands. In one move, he yanked the guard’s mouth down on his 
dick. D-Rock’s dick hit the back of Xavier’s throat. He felt like someone had just 
stomped him in the neck with steel toed boots. 

Xavier sucked in a heavy breath, filling his lungs with the stench of D-Rock’s 
crotch, the moment the OG pulled his pole a couple inches from his mouth. The 
moment of ease was short lived. D-Rock pulled Xavier’s face back down on his 
prick, this time with two hands. 

The prisoners pulled harder and harder, trying to force his long, thick prison 
dick down Xavier’s throat. His hips bucked up like a jack hammer, trying to 
force itself through the wall in the back of Xavier’s throat. 

The pain was unimaginable. There was nothing erotic about what was 
happening. D-Rock was raping his mouth, plain and simple. Xavier’s eye 
bugged out each time D-Rock shoved the thick beast in and out of his throat. The 
oral assault seemed to be never ending. Xavier’s face felt numb and his throat 
hurt so much that his mind blocked out the pain. 

Grunts and moans from the once silent prison gang banger filled the small 
cell. “Damn, little bitch. You bout to pull this nut from me. You ready for this 
nut, boy?!” 

Xavier thought he’d just died just a little on the inside. Not only was he being 
raped but he had to accept his rapist’s seed in his mouth. Tears streamed down 
the side of his face. When D-Rock began to growl like some beast in the wild, 
Xavier knew what was coming next. 

Sour, pungent cum shot off in Xavier’s mouth. D-Rock’s massive body shook 
like an earthquake had moved the room. He held Xavier’s head in vice grip and 
let the torrents of rancid cum explode deep from his balls and coat every inch of 
Xavier’s mouth. The man came so much that Xavier swallowed three times. 

The pair stood frozen, as if suspended in time. Xavier didn’t move an inch for 
fear of his life. D-Rock stood motionless, basking in the glow of orgasm. The 


parallels were disturbing but were a simple reflection of life in prison. The weak 
were simply prey to be used and objectified by the strong. 

D-Rock’s leg swung up so fast that Xavier didn’t know what happened until 
he was sprawled out on the opposite end of the cell with the pulsing pain in the 
shape of a shoe pounding at his chest. Xavier struggled to suck in breath after 
breath until his head stopped spinning. He looked up at D-Rock, fear dancing a 
wild dance in his wide eyes. 

“You got some dick sucking lips on you, C.O.” D-Rock shook the last drops 
of cum from his flaccid dick as he stared down at Xavier. “You and that mouth 
are going to make me a lot of money.” 

Xavier balled up in the corner, fighting the tears that wet his eyes. Being 
weak wasn’t an option. Right now the only thing that he could do was endure. 
Endure until he could strike back and exact the revenge that his pride demanded. 
He didn’t know how or when but he promised himself that he’d kill D-Rock the 
moment the opportunity presented itself. 

“Make sure you clean up,” D-Rock ordered. “I?ll send in your next client in a 
little. Until then, relax and enjoy the décor. I hear prison chic is in this time of 
year. Try to enjoy the alone time. Just like all the men who you sent to the hole 
butt ass naked and cold had to.” 

D-Rock stumbled from the cell and slammed the door behind him. Xavier sat 
there in silence, his ass frozen to the cement floor. He rocked back and forth, 
trying to make sense of the situation he found himself in. But none of it made 
sense. As many times as Xavier played what had happened in his mind and how 
it would all end, he didn’t see a scenario that included him living. 

Being the unwilling whore to countless prisoners was the only thing that 
Xavier could think of. The pain and humiliation that he was sure to endure made 
him twitch in panic. In the span of a few hours he went from correctional officer 
to prison bitch. Now he just prayed that he might see the light of day. 

It was eerily quiet outside of the cell. Waiting was just as nerve wrecking as 
knowing what was to come. Minutes felt like hours. Every small sound made 
Xavier flinch in fear. Shuffling feet could mean a gang of men coming for him. 
Laughter could be the pretense of a brutal sexual assault. Sitting in silence was a 
terror in itself. 

Xavier couldn’t take it. He let out a blood curling scream that tore at his vocal 
cords. The sound sent shivers up and down the officer’s naked flesh. It was the 
embodiment of all the fear and grief that festered in his gut. Screaming was the 
only way to release the tension that was building. 

“Calm down, little nigga,” D-Rock yelled from behind the door. “I got some 
more prison dick coming your way. All you can eat buffet.” 


The cold chuckle terrorized Xavier’s psyche more than the words. In the 
course of a few hours he went from prison guard to prison sex slave. At that 
moment, when he realized the horrors awaiting him, Xavier wanted nothing 
more than to take his own life. Death seemed like a lover’s embrace compared to 
the Hell in store for him. 

Before he could seriously consider how he could take his own life, the large 
metal door swung open. A slim man shuffled into the cell, kicking the door 
closed behind him. His pants were bunched around his ankle before he even 
made it to where Xavier lay crouched on the floor. His saggy dick slowly 
lengthened as he stroked in earnest. 

Xavier looked up at the man’s tired old face and stringy gray head of hair. 
The guard couldn’t remember the inmates name but he remembered his face. He 
was one of the quiet ones. Xavier even remembered thinking that the man could 
have been his grandfather; he was even tempered and even sweet, considering he 
was an inmate. Now he was hovering over the officer with a fifty year old dick 
thickening in his palms. 

“D-Rock said to holler if you don’t do what I say,” the man warmed in a tone 
that sounded more afraid than threatening. He eyed Xavier until he was satisfied 
the man would comply. “Go ahead and suck my dick.” 

Xavier let his mind go blank and forced his body towards the old inmate. He 
did as he was told until the man shook so violently that an onlooker would have 
thought the man was having a seizure or heart attack. Xavier spit out the fluid 
that violated his mouth and crawled back to his corner, letting thoughts of death 
tease his mind with escape. 

A cold emptiness suffocated Xavier. He felt dirty. Thoughts of suicide spread 
through his mind like a virus. The sickness he felt made his head spin and his 
stomach churn. Hopelessness was the symptom and there seemed to be no 
remedy. It wasn’t long until the door swung open again with another one of D- 
Rock’s clients. 

Xavier loss count of how many men had used his mouth. It all had become a 
horrible blur of orange and banging of metal doors. His throat was sore and a 
disgusting crust of cum began to form on his chin. He couldn’t even form the 
spit required to wipe it off he was so dehydrated. The men who forced their 
prison pricks in his mouth didn’t even care how he looked. 

What they did to him was more about power and disrespect than sex. A 
couple of them tried to nut in his eyes so that it would burn, knowing that he 
wasn’t able to get to water. Others pissed on his after they did their business. 
Xavier doubted they had some water sports fetish. All that was happening to him 
was revenge. Xavier may not have been the cop that put him in the prison but he 


was surely the one they were taking their anger out on. 

“Don’t tell me you’re tired already, bitch,” D-Rock barked from the door. 
Xavier slowly looked up at the menacing giant. He hadn’t even heard the door 
open. The fallen officer was so used to bodies coming in and out to be serviced 
that he had become numb. “We just now getting the party started. Time to get 
that ass nice and open.” 

Xavier’s body steeled in horror. The thought of D-Rock shoving his monster 
meat in his ass made the correctional officer wish for death. His maniacal laugh 
was almost as troubling as the threat itself. It was at that moment that Xavier 
knew he had to fight. D-Rock would probably knock him unconscious but at 
least he wouldn’t be awake to endure the violation the man had planned. 

“Don’t worry, little nigga,” D-Rock began. He hovered over Xavier, looking 
down at the man as if he was a beaten slave deserving of no mercy. “I just got 
some more pussy from that police bitch. And I aint with that faggot shit. Fucking 
a nigga in the ass does nothing for me.” 

A wave of relief washed over Xavier. For a moment he considered asking for 
water. He was even prepared to beg. But he knew that being deprived of 
hydration was no accident. The officer’s circumstances were by design. D-Rock 
wanted all that was happening to Xavier to be unbearable. For a moment Xavier 
wondered if D-Rock hoped that he would take his own life. 

“T know you like it in the ass,” D-Rock said. He said it as if it were a fact. 
“Your prison butt buddy, Raheem, told me so.” 

Xavier looked up in D-Rock’s eye and asked, “Is he alright?” 

D-Rock smirked. “You must really have something for that little faggot 
motherfucker, hunh?” The old gangster kneeled down and leaned in towards 
Xavier until their faces were only inches apart. “You’re sitting here butt ass 
naked with about a dozen nigga’s nut dripping from your face and you really 
want to know how that nigga is doing? All that dick done made you crazy or 
some shit? Or do you really think that nigga has feeling for your bitch ass?” 

Xavier pulled his gaze from D-Rock’s face and looked down to the ground. 
The man was right. Xavier wondered why on earth he would give a damn about 
some jail house nigga in the first place. Hell, he wondered why he had any 
amount of concern for another man. But as much as he hated to admit, Xavier 
had some very strong feelings for Raheem. And at this moment, abused and near 
death in some jail cell, those were the only feelings keeping him from the brink. 

“That’s what I thought,” D-Rock mused. He stood up and dust off his oranges 
as if he’d dirtied himself by going to Xavier’s level. “I got this young buck that 
wants to play in that police hole. Something tells me he’s exactly the one to 
break that ass in. I’ve got about a dozen or so niggas ready to come in right 


behind him.” 

D-Rock left the cell laughing his ass off. If not for the current circumstances 
someone would think that he’d heard the most amusing joke ever heard by a 
man. But none of it surprised Xavier. It was all part of the torment. The torture 
was physical, emotional and psychological. The man wanted to do more than 
break down the officer. He wanted to destroy him. 

As soon as D-Rock left Xavier’s next rapist entered the room. Xavier looked 
up with every ounce of contempt he could muster. Being a willing participant 
wasn’t on the menu. If there was a way to end the man’s life before he had a 
chance to do the deed he’d paid for, Xavier would find a way to do it. 

Yet, when Xavier had a chance to look at the man that would “open” him up 
he was taken aback. He knew his would be attacker. Surprise didn’t begin to 
explain what Xavier felt. Abdul Sharif stood at the door, looking as timid as he 
did when he walked the block with his Quran. He was one of the devout 
Muslims who had said few words and seldom engaged with anyone besides his 
Muslim brothers. The fact that he was standing there in the cell seemed crazy. 

“What the fuck are you doing here?” Xavier asked. 

Abdul didn’t say a word. He looked at Xavier for a moment. It almost seemed 
like there was a hint of concern on his stoic face. Still, Xavier wasn’t convinced. 
Anger fumed in his belly. The guard watched as Abdul slipped his kufi from his 
bald head and went to the sink in the corner of the cell. He wet it and slowly 
approached Xavier. 

Kindness wasn’t a character trait of inmates. Xavier leveled a wary gaze on 
the young man as he bent down and began to wipe the stains of cum from his 
face. Abdul’s gentle touch and concern left Xavier at a loss of words. Every fiber 
in the officer’s body wanted to rail against the kindness but he tempered his 
anger and let the boy work. 

Abdul went to the fountain three times and cleaned every inch of Xavier’s 
body as good as possible considering where they were. Maybe he needs me to be 
clean before he rapes me, Xavier thought. Anger bubbled in his gut. He wished 
he had stopped the young inmate from washing away the evidence of his 
assaults. The urge to spit in the boy’s face burned in his mouth. Then, out of 
nowhere, Abdul leaned in and pressed his soft lips against Xavier’s. 

Time came to a slow crawl. Confusion squeezed at Xavier’s chest, forcing 
him to pull away from the kiss and draw in breath. He looked Abdul in the eyes, 
searching for some type of explanation in the boy’s eyes. There was none. The 
blank, stoic gaze remained. Slowly, Abdul leaned in until Xavier felt his breath 
on his ear. 

“They take turns watching,” he warned. “I gave up homosexuality when I 


became a Muslim. They think I’m here to give in my gay urges.” 

Xavier didn’t have time to consider the words he’d just heard. Abdul’s lips 
were back on his before he could blink. Abdul pushed his tongue in Xavier’s 
mouth, exploring and massaging the guard’s oral flesh like only a lover could. 
Xavier stopped fighting and let the boy finish what he started. He let his mouth 
and body move by instinct while his mind struggled to make sense of it all. 

Abdul’s firm hands took hold of the nape of Xavier’s neck, giving his mouth 
and tongue more leverage. Their lips kissed and sucked as Abdul’s hands moved 
up and down Xavier’s body. The tips of his fingers teased at the hard flesh of 
Xavier’s abs, chest and then his arms. Abdul’s hands found their way down to 
Xavier’s wrist and tugged at the cloth binding him. Understanding struck Xavier 
like lightening. 

Once the knot was loose enough to gain freedom for that arm Abdul pulled 
away from the lip lock. He stood up, backed away and slowly began to undress. 
Xavier’s chest heaved in anticipation. Freedom teased his mind just as Abdul’s 
body teased his libido. Getting out of the cell excited the captive guard more 
than any orgasm could. But he knew that he had to play along with the charade 
to be free. His dick didn’t mind. 

Abdul yanked off his shirt, revealing a stocky, muscular build. The boy’s 
chest bulged and flexed with every move. His eight-pack tensed as he ran his 
thumbs in his waist band. Xavier looked at the inmate’s face. That same stoic, 
almost humble look remained on his young face. He had a maturity that belied 
his twenty three years of life. He lacked the arrogance and shallow bravado so 
many his age embraced. Xavier wondered if he had been humbled by prison life 
or if it was simply who he was. 

The oranges and boxers came off next. A thick, semi erect pole jutted from 
his caramel complexioned body. Abdul took his uncut meat in his hand and 
absently stroking it as he made his way back over to Xavier. Without warning he 
went to his knees and covered Xavier’s dick with his warm, wet mouth. 

Xavier let out a sigh of pleasure he thought he’d never feel again. Abdul 
sucked Xavier’s dick until it was hard as the cement their naked flesh pressed 
against. Satisfied, Abdul looked up in Xavier’s eyes and grinned. Xavier was so 
lost in the moment that he almost didn’t hear the sound of metal hitting the 
cement. 

Abdul narrowed his gaze. It was a warning. Xavier understood. He kept his 
eyes on the inmate as he stood up. Xavier thought he’d have to suck the young 
inmate’s dick. Although he wouldn’t have minded he wondered how it was part 
of the plan. But before he could even open his mouth, the boy was lowering his 
massive ass down on Xavier’s engorged manhood. 


Xavier felt the familiar slickness of Vaseline against the head of dick just as it 
pressed against the boy’s tight hole. Thoughts of freedom and orgasm battled in 
Xavier’s mind. His dick was hard as fuck and pushing against the smooth 
softness of Abdul’s rosebud. And even though he didn’t see it, Xavier knew that 
a shank was only inches from his body. 

The both of them sighed in pain and pleasure as Xavier’s dick pressed 
through the inmate’s tight sphincter. Xavier’s dick strained at the sensation of 
Abdul’s hot walls gripping his meat. Inch after inch snaked into the young 
inmate’s hole. Xavier felt the smooth caress of ass engulfing his dick for the first 
time and it felt amazing. 

Abdul worked the length of Xavier’s dick up his gut until his balls rested 
snuggly against Xavier’s pubic hairs. Xavier looked up at the boy’s face as he 
grinded his ass until he could bear the fleshy invader. The look on Abdul’s face 
was the most arousing and erotic thing he’d ever seen. Xavier was sure he could 
bust two nuts just by looking at the young man. 

Abdul hooked his arms around Xavier’s neck and began to ride the 
correctional officer’s dick. He leaned in as he rode Xavier’s dick and whispered, 
“Are you ready to fight to live?” 

For a moment Xavier was stuck. He was literally lost in the sauce. Finally, he 
snapped out of it and simply nodded his head. Xavier’s muscles quivered with 
restraint. He fought the urge to grab Abdul by the waist and thrust his stiff pole 
deep in the boy’s bowels until he exploded. He reminded himself that this was 
all a rouse. Fake or not, Abdul’s ass felt amazing. 

“T snuck a shank in with me. It’s next to your left leg. But you can’t reach for 
it yet. I think they’re watching.” 

Xavier only nodded his head. He bit at his bottom lip harder and harder each 
time Abdul’s thick ass came crashing down on his swollen stick. Xavier tried to 
focus on the escape plan but he could feel his dick harden and his sack tense in 
anticipation. 

“T still have to loosen you other hand,” Abdul said. “You’re going to have to 
bend over and take my dick while I do it. You can get the shank too. Do you 
understand?” 

Again, Xavier nodded. Abdul narrowed his gaze and stood up from Xavier’s 
slicked dick. The guard’s meat fell down to his thigh with a heavy, wet thud. 
Without pause, Xavier turned over, exposing his ass. He grabbed the shank and 
held it firmly in his hand as he prepared his mind and body for what was coming 
next. 

Xavier muffled the primal moan that vibrated from his body as he felt the 
broad tip of Abdul’s thick dick poke at his wanting hole. The Muslim inmate 


gripped his dick and smacked the meat against Xavier’s winking fuck chute. He 
worked his thumb over Xavier’s flexing hole before pressing it deep in his 
bowels down to the second knuckle. Finally, he lined his dick up and drove his 
manhood forward. 

Xavier’s eyes shot open as Abdul slid into his ass with one smooth stroke. 
Abdul gripped Xavier’s tense ass cheek firmly. He held still, making his dick 
jump and thicken in Xavier’s ass. Abdul slid his hand around and gripped 
Xavier’s straining dick. Then he began to move his hips. 

The sound of pain illicitly mixed with pleasure rolled over Xavier’s lips 
without a hint of restraint. Every nerve ending in his ass was on fire. He could 
feel every inch of flesh rubbing against his tender walls. Xavier’s ass flexed each 
time Abdul came all the way out and pushed back into his guts, balls deep. 
Xavier’s body steeled. His fingers dug into the cold, cement floor. 

“Oh my fucking God,” Xavier moaned as he pushed his ass back on Abdul’s 
swollen manhood. “That dick feels so damn good. Damn nigga!” 

Abdul moaned but didn’t say a word. He took the guard by his hips with both 
hands and started fucking him like a whore in the streets. Abdul slammed his 
brick hard pole into Xavier without mercy. Sounds of wet flesh smacking over 
and over again echoed in the small cell. Both of the men were lost in the primal 
moment. 

Frenzied grunts and moans from the two of them synced in a lustful harmony. 
Abdul’s massive manhood tortured Xavier’s prostate with pain and unimaginable 
pleasure. It hurt but it hurt so fucking good. Xavier wanted more. He needed 
more. Xavier’s desire for Abdul to go deeper and harder grew with each violent 
thrust. 

“Fuck, fuck, FUCK!” Abdul screamed. 

Xavier couldn’t make out anything else the inmate said through all his 
growling. It didn’t matter. It all just turned Xavier on even more. The imprisoned 
guard didn’t know if he should focus on the sounds, the inmate’s finger’s 
digging in his flesh or Abdul’s hard dick beating his prostate to pieces. All of it 
had Xavier’s body quickly going into over stimulation. 

“T feel this nut coming nigga,” Abdul barked. “I’m about to bust! Fuck! 
Uggghhh!” 

Xavier’s ass squeezed tightly around his dick, sucking in every drop of cum 
into him. Abdul collapsed on Xavier’s sweat slickened back and impaled himself 
in his ass. Abdul’s dick jumped over and over again, filling Xavier’s ass with his 
convict seed. Xavier never felt more satisfied in his life. 

The glow that comes with an amazing orgasm was short lived for the pair. 
Abdul reluctantly slid his still hard dick from Xavier’s used hole, panting and 


gasping for air. He looked down at Xavier, a million and one thoughts running 
through his mind. He grinned at the puddle of nut soaking the floor beneath 
Xavier. The man had came without touching himself. 

Xavier let out a sigh of relief. He smiled a small smile of joy. He busted an 
amazing nut and didn’t mind the feeling of nut oozing from his hole down on his 
thigh. He actually wanted more. The thought of Abdul fucking him again made 
his dick jump. But he had more important things to deal with than getting more 
penis for his insatiable hole. 

“T hope you’re ready,” Abdul whispered. “I’m going to get up and get 
dressed. Don’t move. D-Rock will come in here and then you’ll have your 
chance. Just make sure he’s close enough for you to take him out. I’ll take care 
of the rest.” 

Xavier didn’t say a word. He imagined over and over again how he was going 
to kill D-Rock. He zoned out the noise of Abdul moving around and putting his 
clothes back on. Moments ago his body shuddered from orgasm. Now, his 
muscles quivered in anticipation of what he was about to do. Xavier had to kill 
another man so that he could live. He was about to become a murderer. 

The sound of the cell door slamming shut snapped Xavier from his murderous 
fantasies. He was afraid. What if it didn’t work? What if D-Rock was too strong? 
What if D-Rock killed him first? Xavier knew that none of it mattered. He was 
dead anyways. The moment D-Rock snatched him away from Raheem it was all 
over. 

For a moment guilt twisted Xavier’s stomach. He’d just got fucked by Abdul 
and loved every moment of it. Just hours ago he was infatuated with Raheem 
and his rough neck appeal. He went from one jail house dick to the next. Sure, it 
was a scheme for him to get the shank but the feelings and desires for Abdul 
were still there. 

Xavier clenched his eyes shut and sucked in a deep breath. He pushed the 
thoughts of some weird sense of loyalty from his mind. In a few minutes he 
could be sprawled out on the ground bleeding to death. Him fucking and getting 
fucked by Abdul didn’t matter. At least not right now. 

His mental ramblings came to an abrupt stop when he heard the door open 
again. It was D-Rock. The door slammed shut and sound of the vicious inmate’s 
feet dragging on the ground held Xavier hostage. His heart slammed into 
ribcage. His fist clenched the cloth handle of the shank. Xavier was ready. 

“Damn boy,” D-Rock said with a sinister chuckle. “That little nigga used that 
ass nice and good hunh? Bitch ass probably loved every minute of it. That’s 
good, real good. I got a couple more scab niggas paying some good commissary 
for that faggot pussy.” 


Xavier took a deep breath, “Fuck you.” 

The words were little more than a whisper but Xavier was sure the gangster 
heard them. The sick silence that filled the room could mean only one thing: not 
only did he hear him but D-Rock was pissed. 

“What the fuck did you say to me, nigga?” D-Rock demanded. “Your bitch 
ass done got delusional from all this prison dick or something?” 

Xavier didn’t say a word. He waited for the sound of feet moving against the 
ground. He needed the man close enough to strike. Otherwise he’d be stuck 
getting dicked down by some disgusting troll D-Rock found on the block. 

“You know what. I don’t get with all that faggot shit but it sounds like you 
need a friendly fucking reminder of who the fuck is in charge in this bitch. I’m 
bout to tear that ass up and leave you torn open and bloody. You’re going to wish 
you were fucking dead.” 

Xavier clenched his jaw. It worked. He heard D-Rock rush to get his oranges 
off. Then the sound that promised salvation or death rang in his ears. D-Rock 
shuffled towards Xavier. He hastily went to his knees behind Xavier and 
smacked his grotesquely huge dick against Xavier’s still exposed hole. 

The urge to slam the metal blade into D-Rock’s tender flesh was 
overwhelming. But Xavier forced himself to wait. He didn’t any room for error. 
He needed the man at his weakest moment. Xavier forced himself to endure the 
pain he would feel before the relief of killing the man could come. 

“Yea nigga,” D-Rock huffed through a harsh breath. It sounded like he was 
excited. “Bout to make this ass mine.” 

Xavier felt D-Rock’s incredibly thick dick head jab at his hole. The inmate 
pressed his bare knuckles down on the small of Xavier’s back as he shoved his 
dick into Xavier’s gut. It was pure agony. D-Rock let out moan of pleasure while 
Xavier screamed in pain. 

In the flash of a millisecond, Xavier’s screamed twisted into a battle cry. He 
turned hard on his hip and swung his arm as hard and fast as humanly possible. 
His fist and shank stopped in midair with a hard thud. He’d hit his mark. 

Xavier stared at the bloody metal shard protruding from the side of D-Rock’s 
neck. His gaze shifted from the spectacle to D-Rock’s eyes. Surprise glazed over 
the man’s face. Disbelief filled his eyes. His face quickly twisted into pain and 
rage. He lunged forward wrapped his thick fingers around Xavier’s neck. 

Death had come for the both of them. Xavier was sure that he was struggling 
for his last gasps of breathe. But he fought. Xavier kicked and thrashed around. 
It seemed like an eternity had passed. Xavier felt like he was about to black out. 
Then, D-Rock’s grip loosened. The rage in his eyes seeped away. All that was 
left was an absent stare. It was the vacant gaze of death. 


Xavier pushed the man off him. He sucked in air like it was a finite resource. 
Once he regained his bearings he looked down at D-Rock’s dead body. He killed 
a man. With his own hands he took the life of another. Surprisingly, he didn’t 
regret a damn thing. 

He didn’t admire his work for long. He heard a commotion outside of his 
door. Xavier crouched over D-Rock’s dead body and snatched the shank form 
his neck. He gripped the weapon and stood ready to strike anything that came 
through the cell door. Xavier’s biceps and thighs flexed just as the door swung 
open. 

It was Raheem. 

Relief swelled in Xavier’s body like a wave. He was so overcome with 
emotion that he didn’t even notice the blood covering Raheem. It was over. The 
nightmare had come to an end. Xavier didn’t have to fully realize what had 
happened when Raheem scaled the distance between them. The young thug 
stared Xavier in the eyes. Xavier felt the pride and lust radiating from the boy. 
Raheem reached up, took Xavier in his arms and kissed him as if it would be the 
last they ever shared. 

“You alright little nigga?” Raheem asked. 

“Shit, I am now.” 

“My nigga Abdul’s little plan worked,” Raheem said, his gaze hard and 
unflinching. “I aint think that shit would work.” 

Xavier pressed his lips together and nodded. He looked away towards the cell 
door. He couldn’t look Raheem in the face after what he had done. But instead of 
a steel door he saw Abdul standing at the entrance covered in as much blood as 
Raheem. He walked over to the pair. 

Before Xavier could utter a word Raheem embraced Abdul with a free arm 
and tongue kissed the man inches away from Xavier. They tongue fucked like a 
pair of porn stars. Xavier was left dazed and confused. He didn’t know what the 
fuck was going on. Before he could put words to the questions exploding in his 
mind Abdul pulled from Raheem’s lips and quickly planted his soup coolers on 
Xavier’s mouth. 

The strange reunion was short lived. Shoots from the block signaled that the 
SWAT team was coming in. Raheem dragged Xavier and Abdul to a cell six 
doors down. He quickly cleaned the blood from Xavier’s body before tossing 
him some clothes. 

Xavier watched Raheem and Abdul wiped the blood from their flesh as he got 
dressed. He wondered how much blood the men had spilled to get to him. Xavier 
wanted to know what the hell was going on between the two inmates. He 
wondered how he fit in. Xavier had a million and one questions but he couldn’t 


get answers. Chaos had erupted on the block again and law and order were on 
the way. At least he wouldn’t have to welcome the cavalry in solitary. 


Blood In, Blood Out 


Xavier turned towards the only window in the small, cramp office. His eyes 
followed the rain water cascading down the glass. Taking a moment to 
appreciate nature usually calmed him. It didn’t work this time. Frustration 
brimmed in his gut. Xavier let out an exasperated sigh and turned back towards 
the quack psychologist. 

The sour faced old man looked up from his pad and said, “I’m not going to 
clear you to return to work if you don’t answer my question, Xavier.” A defiant 
frown wrinkled his worn leather like face. “After all you’ve been through, why 
do you want to go back and work at that prison? You could have died in there.” 

“But I didn’t,’ Xavier replied. His gaze narrowed as he tilted his head and 
poked out his chin defiantly. “I’m still here. I want to get back to work. I’m no 
good to anyone sitting at home twiddling my thumbs. A man has to work.” 

Dr. Roman grimaced. He rubbed the bridge of his nose in frustration. “I spoke 
to your father yesterday on the phone. He told me that you were offered a couple 
jobs as an accountant but you turned them down. Why?” 

“T don’t see myself holed up in a cubicle crunching numbers.” Xavier took a 
deep breath and eased the tension from his face. “Spending my life counting 
other people’s money doesn’t interest me anymore.” 

“Even though that’s what you earned a degree in, accounting?” the doctor 
asked. Xavier shrugged in response. Dr. Roman’s brow twitched. “Your father 
said that you seemed different. That you had changed since the riot. He said he 
felt like he didn’t know you anymore.” 

“T am different. Surviving that riot changed who I am. I had to fight for my 
life and defend myself.” Xavier laced his fingers and leaned towards the doctor. 
His voice ruffled as he spoke. “I’m not the same man I was. Who would be after 
what happened in there? But I do think I’m a better man. More resolved. More 
focused. I’m good at my job, doc. I want to move up the ranks and run that 
prison one day. I want to make sure that my fellow officers never go through 
what I did.” 

Dr. Roman tapped the end of his pen on his pad as he studied Xavier’s face. 
Finally, he asked, “Did you kill Jerome McKinley? D-Rock?” 

Xavier pressed his lips together as he leaned back in his chair. “I told you 
before. I defended myself. How many times do I have to say it?” he asked, 


almost shouting. Xavier gripped the armrests of his chair and forced himself to 
calm down. “The man had a grudge against COs and wanted to take it out on me. 
When I left him he was still breathing. What those animals may have done to 
him after I escaped I can’t tell you.” 

“The man was stabbed over a dozen times. Do you think he deserved to die?” 

“T don’t know. It’s not my place to say. I’m not God. But the way he died was 
cruel.” Xavier licked his lips thinking about who might have stabbed the beast of 
a man when he and his saviors fled the cell. “It was just as tragic as the deaths of 
about a dozen other inmates who were murdered during the riot. They were 
locked up but they all had families waiting for them to come home. It’s not 
right.” 

“T agree. The way those men died is very cruel. As of right now, the prison is 
saying that they all died at the hands of other inmates during the riot. Yet, not 
one person is being prosecuted for those murders. It just seems wrong that no 
one will get justice.” 

“Tt was chaos in there, doc,” Xavier explain. “If I was a betting man I’d put 
money on the fact that most of those men that were killed were taken out by 
more than one person. These guys had beefs with each other. Some that went 
back for years.” 

“So I’m back at my original question; why on earth would you want to go 
back?” 

“T want to do something that makes a difference. I want to be responsible for 
the lives of my fellow officers. I can help the inmates who will be free again one 
day. I saw what thugs like D-Rock did to young men who were impressionable. 
He was the type of man that made young guys trying to do their and get out 
institutionalized.” 

“So you’ ll do what to inmates that are like D-Rock?” 

Xavier narrowed his eyes. “My job.” 

The doctor studied Xavier’s face as he tapped his pen on the pad with all the 
scribbled notes he’d take during this final session. He was on the fifth page and 
it had only been forty-five minutes. Finally, the old man broke his steely stare 
and tossed his pad on the table. 

“There is nothing emotionally or psychologically wrong with you,” he said 
almost as if he were disappointed. “Nothing that I can see, anyways. I can’t even 
diagnose you with PTSD. Either you’re fit as a fiddle or you’ve managed to fool 
me since the moment you walked into my office a month ago. Considering what 
you went through, I’m a little troubled that you weren’t affected more. I don’t 
think you’ll seek revenge mainly because the man that tortured you bled to death 
in that cell. But there is something that I just can’t put my finger on and it 


bothers me.” 

“I’m just ready to get back to work and do my part, doc,” Xavier said. “It’s 
really just that simple.” 

“Fine. I can’t keep you from work longer than the 30 day evaluation unless I 
think you pose a risk to yourself, your fellow officers or the inmates. And I can’t 
make that claim. I just hope you don’t do something to make me regret my 
diagnosis. You’re fit to get back to work. I’ll fax my recommendation to your 
lieutenant. You can report back to work in the morning.” 

Xavier stood up and smiled. “Thanks.” 

“Don’t thank me, son. I wish you’d take one of those accountant jobs and 
move on with your life. But I can’t stop you from doing what you want. Good 
luck.” 

Xavier left the office, his heart slamming against his chest. Tomorrow he’d 
finally be able to see Raheem and Abdul again. He felt butterflies flutter in his 
stomach. He wouldn’t have been able to wipe the smile off his face if he wanted 
to. Still, there wasn’t time to celebrate. He had work to do. 

Somehow, Raheem had managed to get a few messages out to some of his 
friends from prison. A week after the riot, some random hood dude was on 
Xavier’s door step with a sheet of paper with a deciphered code that said: 
threatened. The man had been back twice since that first message with requests 
for contraband. The only message Xavier had sent back was a date: when he’d 
be back on the block. 

Xavier headed downtown on I-75 and merged onto I-20. The barber he went 
to in the Westend knew a guy that sold pills and weed. Xavier needed to get a 
nice little supply for Raheem. He needed the product along with money on his 
books. Xavier took care of all that. 

For thirty days Xavier looked forward to the day he’d see Raheem again. 
Nothing else really mattered. He wasn’t worried about getting caught with drugs 
in his system or about the risk he’d taken by sending Raheem a message. Once 
he was back in the prison, he’d ask Raheem if the messenger needed to be taken 
care of. Loose ends weren’t an option and he wasn’t comfortable with the man 
knowing who he was or where he lived. 

Xavier finished his transaction with the dope boy his barber connected him 
with and headed back home. It was almost noon and he had to ingest the product 
so he could access it by tomorrow afternoon. He had a pack of condoms he’d use 
to wrap up the pills and weed and a bottle of castor oil. He’d take a spoonful in 
the morning before he walked out the door. 

The day seemed long. Xavier paced in his apartment, anxious for the hours to 
roll by and the morning to finally come. He didn’t get to bed until midnight but 


was up bright and early at six. His eyes were wide, staring at the alarm on his 
dresser just before it went off. 

He tried to go through the motions of showering and shaving but he was so 
excited about seeing Raheem that he could hardly contain himself. Their reunion 
was something he’d fantasized about every day since the riot ended. He was 
damn near obsessed with the boy. Occasionally Xavier thought about Abdul but 
only in the context of how he fit in with him and Raheem. What he felt was 
overwhelming. 

Xavier stood in front of his bathroom mirror and looked at his reflection. He 
unwrapped the towel from his waist and gripped his dick. His hand moved 
slowly at first, in rhythm with his breathing. Slow and measured. He closed his 
eyes and grabbed the door frame with his other hand. He didn’t need porn to get 
off but he definitely needed to bust one off right quick. 

When he opened his eyes he saw Raheem’s chocolate ass towering behind 
him, muscles flexed and tats looking raw as fuck. Xavier bit at his bottom lip 
until it hurt. Short, hard breaths blew through his clenched teeth. Xavier stroked 
his painfully swollen manhood with rugged purpose, his calloused palm 
slamming against his aching balls each time. Finally, release ravished his body. 
Three thick globs of cum shot from his dick. One even hit the mirror. 

A twisted look of satisfaction covered the correctional officer’s face as he 
squeezed out the last few drops of nut. He snatched his washrag from the shower 
and wiped up. Now he was ready. All the pent up tension was gone...for now 
anyways. He went to his bedroom and put his uniform on. It was a little snug. It 
wasn’t until that moment that he knew he’d put on some muscle from hitting the 
gym every day since the riot. 

Whenever he worked out he envisioned D-Rock charging at him as he 
grasped the shank that would save his life. Never again was Xavier going to be 
too weak to save himself. He would make sure, with every weight he lifted and 
every mile he ran, that he’d prepare himself for the mayhem that would surely 
come to the block. It was only a matter of time 

Everyone was all smiles when Xavier made it to the prison. Every CO he saw 
either patted him on the back or shook his hand. He fed on the hero worship. 
He’d fought off a savage criminal and lived to come back and face the inmates 
another day. Even the guy that searches all the employees before they enter the 
prison barely touched him because he spent so much time talking about how 
Xavier was the man for what he’d done. It really wouldn’t have mattered if the 
search were thorough or not. Xavier had swallowed his gift for Raheem. 

“Officer Brown,” someone called out. Xavier looked up and saw Lieutenant 
Patterson, the commander of his block. “Come to my office before you start your 


shift. There are a couple of questions I have for you, son.” 

Xavier put on his game face and followed the man to his office. It was just 
another hoop to jump before he was back on the block. He calmed his nerves and 
settled the thoughts racing through his mind. He was sure the man wasn’t going 
to try to trip him up. COs were like family, especially after a prison riot. 

“Have a seat,” the lieutenant said as he sat behind his desk. “I wanted to 
check in on you before you jumped back into it. How are you doing?” 

“T’m fine, sir. Tired of sitting on my ass to be honest. Ready to get back to 
work.” 

“The doctor said he was a little concerned about how eager you were about 
getting here,” the lieutenant said. He leaned back in his chair and eyed Xavier. A 
grin slowly creased his face. “He’s a pencil pusher. He doesn’t understand what 
it means to wear this uniform or walk these blocks. Besides, he’s only working 
here because he couldn’t get hired anywhere else and he was too scared to open 
his own practice. Anyways, I’m happy you’re back. Thought you’d turn in your 
uniform after what all went down. Hell, looks like you might need to get fitted 
for another shirt.” 

Xavier grinned. “It feels good to be welcomed back with open arms, sir. I’ve 
been so bored out my mind that I spend most of the day at the gym. I just want to 
make sure I’m strong enough to make this a career and not just a job.” 

“Sounds good, Brown. Stay focused and don’t go trying to be a tough guy. 
Take it easy this first week and get back into the groove of things. I know how it 
feels to come back after a stint away. You feel like you have to prove yourself all 
over again. I just want you to be careful. All the inmates think you were the one 
that killed D-Rock. Some of them aren’t too happy about that.” 

“T’m well aware, sir. I promise I’ll exercise extreme caution. Last thing I want 
to do is incite another incident. My plan is to move under the radar and just 
work.” 

“Good,” the lieutenant said with a smug grin of admiration on his face. “I’m 
sure you’ ll continue to make us proud. Let me know if you need anything.” The 
man motioned towards the door. But before Xavier stepped out he said, “Oh and 
we're investigating how that gun got in the jail in the first place. We have a 
couple leads. I promise you’ll be the first to know when we have a suspect.” 

Xavier smiled and nodded as he left the office. He’d hadn’t given much 
thought to who might have smuggled the gun in the jail. He knew Raheem had 
something to do with it but he didn’t know any of the details. Long as it didn’t 
get back to the young inmate, Xavier wasn’t concerned. 

When the doors opened to the block, Xavier felt like he was home. Memories 
of the riot ran through his mind but they didn’t shake him. Fear was no longer an 


option. If anyone tried him he’d take them out just like he did D-Rock. No one 
was going to fuck with him. Not this time. Not every again. 

“Oh shit,” Marco hissed. The round, mixed guard stood up. “Look who the 
fuck is back.” 

“Sup man,” Xavier said. He walked over to the man and shook his hand. 
“Been a while.” 

“T honestly didn’t think you’d ever be back in this shit hole, man. Me and my 
girl watched the news all night when the riot went down. We was praying for 
you, bro.” 

“T appreciate that.” 

Xavier chatted Marco and Dylan up like they were old friends. He had never 
particularly liked either one of his fellow guards but now it seemed like he was 
obliged to indulge the new found camaraderie. Xavier figured it wouldn’t hurt 
since the men had been reassigned to work the evening shift with him since the 
old man and the chick with the gaudy jewelry quit. 

The shift just started and it was time to do count. Dylan offered to do it but 
Xavier said he would. What better way to say hello to Raheem than to be the 
first face he saw before being let out of his cell. It was a moment the guard 
longed to experience. 

Surprisingly, Xavier enjoyed going to each cell and checking off the names of 
each inmate. They knew he was back. The fact that Raheem’s cell was the last 
on the list was just icing on the cake. The suspense of seeing the viral inmate 
only excited Xavier more. 

“Jones,” Xavier shouting in the cell as he pushed the door open. 

Raheem was on the top bunk. He looked over at Xavier and a knowing grin 
spread on his sexy lips. Seeing the boy again made Xavier’s heart race and his 
manhood stir in his slacks. But as much as he wanted to enjoy the reunion, he 
had a job to do. Xavier closed the door and went back to the command station on 
the floor of the block. 

Marco and Dylan gossiped like a pair of hens once the men were let out. 
Xavier’s eyes were glued on Raheem’s cell but it didn’t open. The urge to go up 
on the tier and see what was going on was overwhelming. But Xavier knew he 
couldn’t be so anxious. He reluctantly engaged in Marco and Dylan’s 
superfluous conversation as he worked on the computer and worked on reports. 

Raheem had a new roommate and Xavier didn’t see his old cellmate name on 
the roster. He looked the man up and discovered that he’d died during the riot. 
Raheem’s new cellmate was Lucas Freeman. The man was serving twenty-five 
to life for a murder. He was a suspected gang member and had a number of run- 
ins with inmates and COs alike. Xavier’s jaw clench as he read the man’s file. 


He was trouble. 

Xavier also didn’t see Abdul. He looked him up, hoping that something didn’t 
happen to him during the riot. A sigh of relief left Xavier’s lips when he saw the 
boy had been put in the SHU for fighting. Xavier read the names of the men he 
was supposedly fighting. They were all Muslims. 

Why the fuck is Abdul fighting other Muslims, Xavier thought. What the Hell 
happened while I was gone? 

Xavier picked up one of the papers and pulled out the Sports section. He 
acted like he was reading it so that Marco and Dylan wouldn’t keep trying to 
suck him into their conversation. He needed time to think. Things had changed. 
Abdul was obviously in trouble and Raheem seemed a bit distracted. Xavier 
wondered more and more what the inmate had meant when he said he was 
‘threatened.’ 

Two hours passed and Raheem still hadn’t emerged from his cell. Xavier 
couldn’t wait any longer. He stood up and told the other officers that he was 
going to walk around and do a cell check. They barely acknowledged him and 
went back to their conversation. 

Xavier went to the second tier and started on the opposite end of Raheem’s 
cell. He looked in each cell, making sure nothing inappropriate was going on. 
When he finally made it to Raheem’s cell he peered in and saw Freeman snorting 
something up his nose as Raheem washed his boxers in the sink. His eyes met 
with Raheem’s and the boy gave a slight nod. Xavier snatched his radio from his 
hip and called it in. 

SWAT was on the block in under a minute. Everyone went to the ground as 
the small gang of well armed men made it up to the tier. They pulled Raheem 
and Freeman from the cell and did a search. Nothing was found but they took 
Freeman to the infirmary to be tested for drugs. Raheem was let go. 

Xavier was halfway done with his incident report when he finally saw 
Raheem step out of his cell. Seeing the boy again made Xavier’s hairs stand on 
end. More than anything he wanted to sneak off with him and enjoy the 
pleasures the young inmate had to offer. 

Once the report was filed, Xavier made his way out to the yard and watched 
Raheem play basketball and lift weights. Watching him run up and down the 
court with his shirt off was maddening. Xavier’s mouth watered just thinking 
about running his tongue up and down the inmate’s sweat covered body. How 
Raheem’s taut, jailhouse muscle might feel to the touch made Xavier’s libido rile 
beyond comprehension. He needed to fuck. 

After Raheem finished his third pickup game he made his way over to Xavier 
and said, “Bout time your weak ass made it back. Thought you abandoned a 


nigga.” 

“T wouldn’t do that,” Xavier said, barely louder than a whisper. He looked 
around and made sure no one was looking at them too much. Someone was 
always watching when guards and inmates talked. “What was all that with your 
new cellmate>” 

“They put that nigga in there to keep tabs on me.” 

“Who? One of the COs?” 

“Naw, the Triple-Deuces,” Raheem explained. “They been riding a nigga 
hard. That’s why I needed you to bring that shit in for me. I been clean since I 
been in this bitch. Can’t be high when cats ready to stick a piece of metal in your 
back. But them niggas said if I didn’t deliver I might not wake up one day.” 

“What the fuck you doing messing with a gang?” Xavier asked. “I thought 
you was trying to keep your head down so that you could get paroled early?” 

“Nigga, how the fuck you think I got away from D-Rock’s boys during the 
riot?” Raheem looked at Xavier as if the answer to the question was obvious. 
“They knew I had connections on the outside before the riot. My old cellie kept 
them niggas at bay but he got shanked. They killed D-Rock’s boys and got me 
free but it came at a price.” 

Xavier frowned. “What did you have to do?” 

“Blood in, blood out. You already know. That’s where all that fucking blood 
came from before I found your ass. If I didn’t do that shit I was dead. Now, if I 
don’t do what them niggas say I’m dead.” 

“Then we just need to find a way to kill them first,” Xavier said. He looked 
over at Raheem with a look that would have scared Death himself. “What 
happened to Abdul?” 

“They found out that he paid D-Rock to fuck you. You know how them 
niggas are about that faggot shit. They stopped letting him pray with them. A 
week ago he was minding his own business doing his prayer and one of the 
young Muslims started fucking with him. I wasn’t there but I know he got beat 
pretty badly, man. He should be coming out tomorrow.” 

“Good,” Xavier said. A plan was forming in his at that very moment. “T’ll 
make sure to put him in the cell with you. Ya’ll got to watch each other’s back if 
this shit is going to work.” 

“What the fuck you got planned?” 

Xavier grinned. “T’ll tell you after you give me some of that ass I been 
waiting for.” 

Raheem’s chest heaved. Anger flared in his eyes but Xavier saw an ember of 
lust simmering in his gaze as well. There had been no resolve concerning Xavier 
tying Raheem up in the first place. It was that moment of desire that had allowed 


the young inmate to be taken without a fight. Raheem hadn’t forgotten the deed. 

“When you going to give me that work I asked for,” Raheem asked. “I need 
to deal with that shit before I deal with anything else. But don’t sit here and think 
I’m going to be your prison bitch, nigga. I know you want this dick down that 
fucking throat and up your pussy ass.” 

Xavier grinned. “You’re right. I’m going to suck that dick until my throat 
hurts. Then I’m going to stick my thumbs in your ass until you can take this 
dick. And while I’m fucking the bricks off your ass I’ll be gripping your dick, 
making you bust while I flood that ass.” 

Raheem looked down at the cement, almost spacing out. Xavier got nervous 
for a moment, thinking he had gone too far. But then he saw the bulge poking 
against Raheem’s oranges. He had turned the self professed thug on with his 
words. 

“Get me my shit,” Raheem said. “Now.” 

Xavier tried not to smile as he watched the boy walk away, back to the 
weights in the yard. Thinking about how it would feel to fuck the young inmate’s 
ass sent Xavier’s hormones in a wild frenzy. He thought of all the ways he could 
twist Raheem’s body, so he could dig as deeply in the man’s guts as possible. He 
was so caught up in what he was going to do he suddenly realized finding a 
place and opportunity would be damn near impossible. 

A plan quickly formed in his mind. But as much as the lure of some ass from 
the young prison gangster was, he had more to figure out. Xavier went back to 
the block and looked up the prisoner database, searching for all suspected 
members of the Triple-Deuces. Surprisingly, there weren’t that many, maybe a 
dozen. But they were a rowdy bunch. 

The list of assaults on officers and suspected assaults on inmates looked like a 
rap sheet for a hit man about to retire after a long career. There were a handful of 
inmate murders some of the gang members were suspected of committing but 
were never confirmed. Xavier scanned the list of names of the victims and 
noticed a pattern: they were all Hispanic. 

Xavier cross referenced the names and found that most of the men attacked or 
killed were members of the Spanish Disciples. They were just as vicious as the 
Triple-Deuces and their rivalry ran deep. All that was needed was a spark to 
ignite the flame and start a mighty blaze. Xavier had a flint rock in mind. 

The sound of what Xavier thought was a school bell echoed through the block 
and out in the yard. A sea of prisoners flooded back into the block and headed to 
their cells. Xavier looked up at Marco, confusion covered his face. 

“We don’t take them to the mess hall anymore,” he explained. “After the riot 
it was ruled that moving that many prisoners from the block would be a security 


risk. They eat in their cells now. You can go take a break if you want. Passing 
out the trays is easy. Only takes one man a couple of inmates.” 

Xavier nodded. He didn’t need a break as much as he needed to take a nice 
shit. He grabbed the paperwork he’d written up for the lieutenant and left the 
block. He wanted to make sure he was able to get Abdul in the cell with Raheem 
before some other inmate was transferred in there. 

“Lieutenant Patterson,” Xavier said as he knocked on the man’s open door. 
“Mind if I speak to you for a minute?” 

“Come on in son,” he waved the guard in. “Didn’t expect to see you so soon. 
Everything working out okay? Not having any problems with any inmates are 
you?” 

“No,” Xavier shook his head. “Not at all. I wanted to ask if you could transfer 
Abdul Sharif from solitary back to the cell block. He only has a day left but I had 
a question about what happened during the riot for him.” 

The lieutenant frowned and leaned back in his chair, “I don’t have a problem 
letting him out but I am curious as to what you want to ask him. I don’t want my 
COs conducting private investigations.” 

Xavier smiled disarmingly. “It’s nothing like that sir. When I got away from 
D-Rock he saw me running on the tier, naked. He came to the cell I hid in and 
threw clothes at me. Maybe because he’s Muslim, I don’t know. I figured getting 
him out early would be a gesture that would set us even.” 

Lieutenant Patterson studied Xavier’s face for a moment. His tired face 
suddenly brightened as he looked down at the form in Xavier’s hand and 
motioned for it. He looked the paper over, signed and handed it back. 

“The other Muslims have cast him out,” Lieutenant Patterson began, “I’m not 
sure why but I’m pretty sure he wasn’t the one that started the little altercation. 
Just don’t make it seem like you’re doing him any favors or that you appreciate 
him doing what he did during the riot.” 

“Yes sir.” 

Xavier left the office with a wide grin on his face. Then his stomach bubbled. 
He needed to hit the bathroom. As soon as he hit the hall outside of the 
lieutenant’s office he bee lined for the toilet. Xavier filed the industrial strength 
commode with a healthy layer of toilet tissue so his contraband wouldn’t go too 
far down the toilet. Once he was done doing his business he held the two 
condom packets in his hand and inspected them. He had delivered for Raheem 
and he was ready to collect his prize. But first he had to emancipate Abdul. 

Xavier stuffed the drugs in his pockets and headed for the SHU. Getting 
Abdul and Raheem back together was the first step. Then he needed information. 
Raheem didn’t know it yet, but he was going to tell him who managed to get the 


gun in the prison. Finding that out would all but cement his relationship with the 
lieutenant. But that information wasn’t just to get in the bosses good graces. If 
the opportunity presented itself, he’d use it to kill two birds with one stone, three 
if he got lucky. 

“How’s it going, Brown,” the officer on duty in the SHU said. “Nice seeing 
you back man.” 

Xavier locked his gaze on the man’s blue eyes, “It’s good to be back. Had to 
make sure these savages know who the fuck is in charge.” 

“Damn right,” the man said with a grin. “What can I do for you?” 

“T need to take one of the inmates back to gen pop.” Xavier handed him the 
form. “Abdul Sharif.” 

“Not a problem,” the officer said. He scanned the form and pointed to a cell 
on the second tier. “He’s in there. Been quiet, unlike these other fucks. I'll buzz 
the door open for you.” 

Xavier nodded his thanks and headed up the stairs. Abdul was on his knees 
praying when Xavier made it to the door. Instantly, thoughts of the disciplined 
prisoner fucking his ass in the chaos of the riot exploded in his mind. His dick 
jumped in his pants and his ass tightened from want and need. Then he thought 
about how good Abdul’s ass had felt on his dick. Xavier smiled down at Abdul. 

“You’re back,” Abdul said, surprised. “Didn’t think you’d ever step foot in 
this Hell again.” 

“Got some unfinished business.” 

“Raheem?” he asked. He tilted his head queerly. “He’s not a bad dude but 
he’s out for himself. He’ll burn you if it helps him. That nigga is vicious. Watch 
your back.” 

“That’s why you’re his new cellmate.” Xavier grinned. “Get up and get your 
stuff. You’re going back to the block. And you’re going to keep an eye him for 
me.” 

Abdul smiled up at Xavier. It was damn near impossible for the guard not to 
appreciate his smooth, butterscotch skin. His smile was more sincere than erotic; 
it turned Xavier on even more. He wondered if the devout Muslim desired his 
flesh as much as Xavier desired his. 

It didn’t take long for the man to gather his things. Abdul stuffed the Quran in 
his laundry bag and said, “I’m ready when you are.” Xavier motioned for the 
prisoner to exit the cell. Abdul obliged. He walked past Xavier, brushing the 
back of his hand against Xavier’s arm as he left the cell. He looked back at the 
guard and his face creased in a sudden smile. It was more than an invitation. 
Xavier saw that. It seemed like genuine interest. 

Ignoring the gesture took a lot of strength, but Xavier had more pressing 


things to tend to then to contemplate what was going on between him and Abdul. 
He led the prisoner from the SHU and thought about how he was going to get 
Raheem to tell him what he wanted to know. Blackmailing him with the goods 
he’d smuggled in was an option but he knew he’d never withhold the drugs if it 
meant Raheem would be at risk with the Triple-Deuces. 

Xavier was so caught up in his thoughts that he didn’t notice he’d walked past 
Abdul. He was at the hall leading to the medical unit and looked back. Abdul 
stood next to one of the medical supply closets, full of all the linen and bed pans. 
Abdul motioned towards the door and stared back at Xavier like an innocent doe. 
There was nothing innocent about his intensions. 

Jaws clenched, Xavier considered the inmates proposition. He scanned the 
hall and didn’t see a soul in sight. He needed to get back to the block. Marco 
asking him what took him so long to get back wasn’t a conversation he was 
willing to have. And risking fucking another inmate the day he got back seemed 
foolhardy and reckless. Still, the urge was strong and persistent. Just like his dick 
raging against his thigh. 

“We have to be quick,” Xavier said as he yanked his keys from his hip. He 
opened the door and looked at Abdul with an intensity that rivaled a supernova. 
“And you better not make a fucking sound.” 

Abdul dropped his laundry bag and was all over Xavier the moment the door 
shut behind them. His hands caressed Xavier’s temples as he pulled the CO’s 
face to his own. Their lips crashed into each other’s. Abdul was ferocious as his 
tongue greedily tasted Xavier’s mouth. The guard struggled to keep up. The 
inmate’s appetite was insatiable. 

Xavier’s body shuddered at the man’s attentive touch. He moaned in the 
inmate’s mouth as he felt Abdul’s finger tips drag over his skin. Down the curves 
of his jaw bone to his neck and collar bone. Then, the pair exploded, as if all the 
pent up energy between them had come to a catalyst. 

Abdul pulled at Xavier’s uniform, stripping him almost as quickly as Xavier 
snatched his oranges off. They pulled from each other’s face, looking at each 
other like a pair of wild dogs ready to jump the other. Their chests heaved with 
impatience. Only clothes stood between them and the illicit deeds teasing their 
dirty minds. 

Xavier crashed into Abdul the moment he worked his slacks to his ankles. His 
dick jabbed against Abdul’s burning flesh. He took the boy by the neck and 
pulled him into his mouth. Xavier’s body flooded with excitement and pleasure. 
Raw, unadulterated energy vibrated from the inmate’s flesh and seemed to burn 
his own. 

Abdul sucked on Xavier’s bottom lip, hard, and pulled away. He gripped the 


guard and held him at a distance. Between heavy breathes he commanded, “Get 
on your knees and suck my dick. I want to feel your lips on my shit while I fuck 
that throat.” 

Xavier’s nostrils flared savagely. He slinked down to his knees and took 
Abdul’s thick manhood in his hand. He gripped the jailhouse meat and pulled 
Abdul’s fleshy foreskin back, revealing a smooth, glistening head. Dick musk hit 
Xavier’s nose. The smell was like a pheromone. It only riled the guard even 
more. Xavier leaned forward and swallowed the stiff prick whole. 

Abdul’s head thrust back. He looked towards the ceiling, his mouth wide 
open as the tight warmth of Xavier’s mouth sent waves of blissful ecstasy all 
through his body. Abdul planted one hand on the wall to steady himself and his 
other on the back of Xavier’s head. He grinded his hips into Xavier’s face harder 
and harder with each stroke. 

Spit and dick juices foamed at the corners of Xavier’s mouth as he sucked as 
hard as he could on Abdul’s thickness. He reached up and scooped the slobber 
dribbling from his chin. With his free hand, Xavier reached between Abdul’s 
muscular thighs and parted his ass with his fingers. Abdul slowed to allow 
Xavier the chance to access what he desired. 

Xavier took his spit slickened hand and smeared the fluids over Abdul’s hole. 
A moan of pleasure vibrated in Abdul’s chest as he felt Xavier’s thumb push 
through his tight rosebud. Xavier pressed as far as his digit could go. Once he 
met the meaty flesh of the inmate’s prostate, Xavier moved his thumb in a 
circular motion, placing as much pressure as he could. 

Abdul’s dick jumped in Xavier’s mouth each time the guard hit that one spot 
that made his knees tremble. His balls tightened and he could feel his orgasm 
build. Xavier was milking his ass and serving his dick. Abdul hated how much 
he enjoyed what the man was doing to his body. Still he wanted more. 

A loud pop echoed in the small room when Abdul yanked his dick from 
Xavier’s mouth. He looked down at the guard with lust ablaze in eyes and said, 
“T want you to fuck me.” 

Xavier smiled. He jumped up and spun Abdul around onto the wall. Like a 
wrecking ball, Xavier slammed into Abdul, pressing his chest against the man’s 
back, grinding his hips into his ass. Their bodies were so hot it was a wonder the 
room didn’t catch on fire when their flesh met. Xavier bit gently on Abdul’s 
neck, trying to hold back from tearing the inmate’s flesh off. His hunger was that 
strong and primal. 

“You have to keep it down,” Xavier growled in Abdul’s ear. He reached down 
and took his dick in his hand. Xavier stroked his meat until precum dripped like 
a fountain from the tip. He slipped his hardness between Abdul’s cheeks and 


poked his slick pole against his entrance. “Keep quiet.” 

Abdul nodded and closed his eyes as he felt Xavier push his insanely hard 
dick inside him. He caught the scream in his throat as the pain tore at his hole. 
Abdul went to his toes as Xavier pressed forward, driving his fuck stick deeper 
and deeper into the inmate. 

Xavier gripped Abdul by the hips once his dick was halfway in and took a 
few steps back, still inside him, until the man was bent over. He looked down at 
the light brown flesh tightly gripping his meat. Xavier’s dick jumped at the sight 
and made Abdul’s body tense. Slowly, Xavier began to stroke. He wanted to beat 
the ass up and finish quickly but he had to at least get Abdul used to his dick 
first. 

He short stroked Abdul’s ass like a jack rabbit, pushing in a little more with 
each thrust. Finally, once he was balls deep, Abdul’s ass relaxed and the velvety 
soft walls of his bowels embraced Xavier’s pole. He let out a sigh of relief. 
Xavier smiled. It wasn’t over yet. 

Xavier ran his right hand up Abdul’s sweat cover back and gripped him by 
the back of his neck. He pressed his hips hard against the inmate’s ass, driving 
his dick deep into his guts. Touching depths more intimate than he could ever 
imagine. Xavier steadied himself and began to fuck the shit out of Abdul. 

Flesh smacked violently against flesh. Abdul’s ass gushed as Xavier began 
pile driving his ass beyond recognition. Sounds of wet fucking echoed in the 
small space. Abdul pressed his face against the hard cement wall, trying not to 
scream in sweet, agonizing pleasure. He clawed at the rough stone. 

Xavier’s body shuddered each time he pulled all the way out and pierced the 
lips of Abdul’s hole. The sensation was only second to the tensing sensation of 
Abdul’s ass walls gripping his swollen member. Xavier hunched over and 
pressed his chest against the inmate’s back. 

“You open as fuck,” he growled. “Damn, boy. Take this fucking dick! Open 
up for daddy!” 

“Bust that nut, CO!” 

Xavier reached up and placed his hand over Abdul’s mouth. His hips moved 
with a singular focus. Savage need for release tore at his gut. Blood rushed from 
his head to his dick. His dick strained inside Abdul’s bowels. He was on the 
precipice of satiating satisfaction. 

“Ah fuck!” Xavier growled. “Fuck!” he cussed between each thrust. “I’m 
bout to bust in this ass, Abdul! I’m gonna—” 

Endorphins exploded in Xavier’s head. His body tensed and his grip on 
Abdul’s hips tightened as he impaled the full length of his shaft in the inmate. 
Xavier shot load after hot, thick load deep inside of Abdul. The sensation 


intensified when he felt Abdul’s hole clench at his dick. The prisoner had cum 
too. 

Sex lingered in the air. The pair basked in the glow of orgasmic joy, breathing 
in the intoxicating sent of dick, ass and nutt. Slowly, Xavier slipped his semi- 
erect penis from Abdul’s abused, creamy hole. He looked down at it and smiled. 
It was red and swollen, dripping with his seed. If he had time he would have 
stroke his dick back to attention and fucked him again. Instead, he kneeled down 
and ran his tongue over Abdul’s tender hole. 

“Hurry up and get dressed,” Xavier barked. He snatched his slacks back up 
and got his shirt. “We need to get back to the block. There’s a lot of shit going on 
that needs to be dealt with.” 

Abdul got dressed and the pair was out of the closest as inconspicuously as 
they had entered. He followed behind the officer wondering why he was so 
drawn to the man. For years he had worked on driving his homosexual desires 
away but there was something about him that pulled those wants and needs to 
the forefront. It was unnerving. 

Xavier opened Raheem’s cell and motioned for Abdul to get inside. He stood 
at the door looking at Raheem. He looked up at the officer expectantly. He 
wanted the drugs. Then, as Abdul walked past him, he smelled the air. A queer 
expression crossed his face but was gone almost as soon as it was there. Xavier 
didn’t miss it. 

“T need that product,” Raheem said. “I got to get them niggas off my back.” 

“T need something from you first,” Xavier countered. 

Raheem looked over his shoulder at Abdul and then back at Xavier. “Looks 
like you managed to get what you wanted already. Now stop trying to play me, 
nigga.” 

“T need information,” Xavier replied. He ignored the slick comment. “You’re 
going to tell me how you got that gun in here.” 

“Why the fuck would I do that? Why would I fuck over my main connect for 
your ass? You aint did shit for me to burn that bridge.” 

“Then you can get them to bring you what you need,” Xavier threatened. He 
stepped towards the toilet, pulled the product from his pocket and dangled it over 
the commode. “T’!l flush this shit right here, right now.” 

Raheem eyed the drugs like he was being hypnotized. A few moments 
quickly turned to a minute. Then, he looked up at Xavier, wondering if the guard 
would really screw him over for a name. Pride made him bite his tongue but he 
knew that a dead man had no need for pride. Six feet under, there wasn’t much 
need for anything. 

“You going to expose the nigga,” Raheem began, “if I tell you who he is?” 


“Tt depends on who it is. Just know that I’m not going to let anything fall on 
you. I hope you have more than a name though. Some way to pin it on him or 
someone else would help.” 

Raheem nodded, “That nigga that runs the block.” 

“Patterson?” Xavier asked, frowning. He tossed Raheem the condoms of 
drugs. “Why would he bring a gun in the prison and give it to an inmate? That 
doesn’t make any sense. What the fuck you got on him?” 

“T’m not fucking him if that’s what you think,” Raheem said as he stuffed the 
goods in his oranges. And it don’t matter how I got him to do it. You going to 
snitch on the old man?” 

Xavier shook his head, “No. But I need to find a way to pin that gun on some 
other guard. Can you do that?” 

Raheem shrugged, “Maybe. What’s in it for me?” 

“Living long enough to step out of this prison.” Xavier crossed his arms over 
his chest. He knew Raheem wasn’t a dumb kid or a risk taker. It would take 
some convincing to get his cooperation. Getting in tight with Patterson would be 
worth it. “Guess I need to show you what I can do, hunh?” 

“Shit,” Raheem hissed, “you a rookie CO talking big shit like you can make 
moves. I just gave up a man with some power in this bitch for some light ass 
work. You tell me. What the fuck can you do?” 

“Who’s pressing you to get them some supply?” 

“Twist, why?” he said. Xavier frowned at the name. “Jackson. Ernie 
Jackson.” 

“Good,” Xavier said, nodding. “Make sure you make the drop in the open. 
None of that in the cell shit. Be secretive but make sure nosey eyes can see. I’m 
going to show you what I can do.” 

“Fine, whatever nigga.” Raheem looked at the cell door and back at Xavier. 
“We done?” 

“For now.” 

Xavier left and went back to the command center on the block floor. He got 
on the computer and made a mental list of all the Hispanic members of the 
Spanish Disciples. He chatted up Marco, asking about the gang members and 
who they hung out with while he looked up Twist. Marco was a chatter box, 
giving him names of all the suspected gang members and other Hispanic guys 
who hung with them. Xavier also found out that Twist was the suspected number 
two man in the Triple-Deuces. Xavier had everything he needed. Now, he was 
ready to make his move. 

The men were let out for rec and flooded the block floor for the last time that 
night. Xavier made his rounds and made sure to chat up a couple of the Hispanic 


men he took note of from his research. Eyes were on him. He saw them but he 
didn’t see Raheem. He wondered if Raheem was fucking Abdul or not. He didn’t 
care. He knew he could have them both. For a moment, he wondered if he could 
have them both at the same time. 

Finally, Raheem emerged from the cell. Xavier watched him from the comer 
of his eye as he approached a group of Spanish Disciple members. Xavier went 
to Javier, the guy he chose as his mark. Javier wasn’t part of any gang but his 
cousin was one of the more violent members of the Spanish Disciples. 

Xavier approached Javier asking whether or not he had toiletries and linen for 
his bed. He offered the boy what he needed and the kid just kept listing stuff, 
almost excited. Xavier made sure that the Triple-Deuces saw him talk to the 
inmate while Raheem made the exchange with Twist. Once it was done, Xavier 
cut his conversation short with Javier and went back to the station. 

“Hey Marco,” Xavier started. “Just got a tip that someone managed to 
smuggle drugs on our block.” 

“You fucking serious?” he asked. “Who’s the snitch?” 

“Javier, was making the rounds and little buddy pulled me to the side. He 
wants us to reinstate his visitation privileges to see his little girl. Figured 
dropping the dime on one of the homeboys would help his case.” 

“Damn. You want to call the code or want me to do it?” 

“You got it.” 

Xavier sat back as Marco radioed SWAT. Minutes later the armor clad unit 
filed into the block yelling ‘shake down!’ Xavier looked up towards Twist’s cell. 
He and his cellmate were staring directly at him. The deed was done. It didn’t 
take long for SWAT to find the drugs stashed in their cell. 

Two down, Xavier thought. Just a few more to go. 

After the SWAT cleared the unit with drugs and a few shanks, the men were 
allowed to enjoy the rest of their rec. Half a dozen men were to be taken for 
questioning since their names had come up concerming the drugs. Some extra 
guards were brought in to help. Marco and Xavier were to assist in escorting the 
inmates to the investigation wing. Raheem was one of the men going in for 
questioning. Xavier head for the man’s cell. 

“What the fuck did you just do?!?” Raheem said, almost screaming. “Nigga, 
you trying to get me killed. Five fucking minutes after I give that nigga that shit 
you call for a fucking shake down.” 

“Come on, they want to question you. I’m sure I don’t have to tell you to keep 
your mouth shut. Unless you want to add some time to your sentence.” 

“Why? You scared I might rat on your bitch ass and have you in cuffs, locked 
the fuck up?” 


“You’re smarter than that,” Xavier said calmly. “Be patient. You said you was 
getting pressure from the Triple-Deuces so I’m going to take care of them. You 
need to trust me.” 

“You can’t put drugs on all of them and just have them moved from the unit,” 
Raheem barked. “That shit is stupid and will start to look suspicious as fuck. 
Especially with you always seeing shit that no other fucking guard sees.” 

“Let’s go,” Xavier said. He was done explaining. He wanted to fuck the boy 
and get what he had been waiting for since the end of the riot. “We have some 
unfinished business before you talk to them folks.” 

Raheem shook his head and walked out the cell. Xavier led him out the block 
and back to the closet where they had their first encounter. Raheem tried to buck 
but Xavier was relentless. Just as Xavier managed to get the inmate on his knees 
staring at his brick hard dick, alarms sound. It was a lockdown. Reluctantly, 
Xavier let go of the prison thug’s dreads and escorted him to one of the nearby 
isolation cells. He headed for his block. 

There was a SWAT unit and a medical unit huddled around one of the cells. It 
was Javier’s. Xavier got as close as he could to see what had happened but there 
were too many people. Then, as they raised Javier’s dead body from the floor he 
saw it. The word ‘SNITCH’ was carved in his chest. The man’s flesh looked like 
it had been peeled off. 

Xavier smiled to himself. It had started. Blood in, blood out. 


Snitch 


“Damn, nigga,” Raheem hissed. He grabbed the back of Abdul’s head and forced 
the length of his long, thick meat down the boy’s throat. “You suck dick better 
than my bitch back home. Yea, nigga, swallow that shit. Yeeeaaa.” 

Abdul gripped Raheem’s taut thighs, holding on for dear life, as he endured 
the oral assault the prison thug levied on his mouth. He sucked on his cellie’s 
meat like it would spit out gold if he tried hard enough. The taste and smell of 
musty flesh put him in a frenzy. Abdul ignored the mounting pain in the back of 
his throat. Instead he focused on how good it felt to have Raheem’s dick slide in 
and out of his mouth. 

“Make that shit wet,” Raheem ordered. “Slob all over that meat, nigga. Bout 
to fill that mouth with this nut. Fuck!” 

Every muscle in Raheem’s slim body flexed as he stroked the length of his 
manhood down Abdul’s fleshy throat. He would poke the boy’s stomach if his 
dick could reach it. With each measured hip thrust Raheem inched closer and 
closer to climax. His toes curled hard against the rough cement floor. His nails 
dug into the back of Abdul’s neck. Raheem looked up to the ceiling and let out a 
loud, hoarse groan. 

“T’m gonna cum,” he said as he pulled his spit covered shaft from Abdul’s 
mouth. He stroked his pole two good times with his balled fist before a shot of 
cum blasted from his dick. “Fuck! Fuck! FUCK!” 

Hot nut spewed from his dick and covered Abdul’s wanting face. Raheem’s 
body quaked from the force of his seed leaving his body. He squeezed out the 
last hot, sticky drop and almost collapsed on top of Abdul. Raheem took a deep 
breath and looked down at Abdul’s unassuming face. He looked pleased. 

Seeing Abdul’s face covered in his seed aroused something perverse in the 
dope dealing prisoner. Then, Raheem did something he’d never thought he’d do. 
He bent over and ran his tongue over Abdul’s cum covered bottom lip. He 
lapped up his sweet seed and swirled the nectar of his orgasm in his mouth. 
Raheem smiled at the unique flavor his nutt offered. 

Raheem squatted down in front of Abdul and gazed in the cum slut’s face for 
a moment. Slowly, he reached up and scooped globs of his nutt from Abdul’s 
face. He reached down and gripped Abdul’s straining meat in his cum covered 
hand. He stroked slowly at first, watching Abdul’s eyes dilate in pure pleasure. 


And just as Abdul neared orgasm with his mouth agape, Raheem pressed 
forward and drove his tongue deep in Abdul’s mouth. 

Their tongues wrestled as Raheem stroked Abdul’s load from his thick pole. 
Raheem only kissed harder as the boy struggled to breath. Abdul’s prick got as 
hard as granite. Raheem gently bit down on his bottom lip as the devout Muslim 
released a flood of cum from his swollen balls. 

Raheem stood up, went to the steel sink and said, “You need to get cleaned 
up. Count should be starting in a little bit.” He looked towards the narrow cell 
window and saw the sun peeking up from the horizon. “After what that fucking 
CO pulled yesterday, we’re going to have a lot of shit to deal with. Can’t be 
caught slipping.” 

“Them Triple-Deuces niggas gonna come after you,” Abdul said as he wiped 
his face with a wet clothe. “They probably think you had something to do with 
Twist getting his stash found.” 

“Between them and those crazy Spanish fucks, something is definitely going 
to go down today,” Raheem agreed. “They got that nigga, Javier, and cut his ass 
up like a fucking ham hock. That was just the beginning.” 

“Maybe Xavier’s plan worked,” Abdul offered. “Pitting the Triple-Deuces 
and Spanish Disciples might work. Them trying to kill each other might take the 
heat off of you.” 

“Them niggas impulsive but they not stupid. They going to be looking at me 
too. Javier isn’t the only one they going to want to carve ‘SNITCH’ in, trust me. 
They was sending a message. Now there’s about to be a race war in this bitch.” 

“You think the Mexicans know that it was the Triple-Deuces that killed 
Javier?” 

Raheem shrugged. “I don’t know but they going to find out sooner or later. 
You know better than anyone that these fucking walls talk. Someone saw 
something and is going to try to come up by providing that information. Javier 
was Gustavo’s cousin. That nigga is crazy as fuck. He’s going to want blood. A 
lot of blood.” 

Raheem threw on his oranges and tried to think of a way out of the cluster 
fuck Xavier had left him with while he made up his bed. He didn’t have a shank. 
If a group of Triple-Deuces tried to corner him he was dead. He wasn’t too 
worried about the Spanish Disciples. He doubted he was on their radar. Still, he 
didn’t want to take any chances. 

Count and breakfast in the cell came by like numbing clockwork. Raheem 
and Abdul ate in silence. There wasn’t much to say. Staying alive at least until 
Xavier started his shift was Raheem’s only thought. Eight hours was a long time 
when a nigga wanted you dead. Staying in the cell the whole day wasn’t an 


option. It would only draw attention. Then Raheem wondered what Xavier could 
actually do to stop the blood lusting thugs from coming his way. 

“Do you trust that crooked ass CO?” Raheem asked. “Why you think he came 
back?” 

“T don’t trust nobody in here,” Abdul replied. “You know trusting a nigga will 
get you stabbed in the back. But Xavier is different.” 

“Different? What the fuck does that mean? I aint asking if he’s a nigga you 
can date.” 

“T’m saying. He’s not trying to make money by bringing in drugs. He doesn’t 
get high as far as I know. His motives aren’t as black and white as most cats up 
in here. He’s just different.” 

“Don’t be fooled, my dude. He’s just like any other nigga locked up in here or 
working in this bitch. Most COs get off on the power trip they feel from making 
niggas do what they tell them. Others want cash or drugs like you said. Xavier 
gets high, too. But his drug aint no pills or powder. That nigga likes prison dick 
and ass. I could see it in his eyes. That bitch is a fucking fiend.” 

“He wants you,” Abdul said plainly. “That dude is infatuated with you.” 

“That’s what has me worried,’ Raheem admitted. “It’s one thing to fuck 
around for the thrill but when a nigga like him is more thirsty for the meat than a 
bitch then it’s only a matter of time before he fucks up and pulls niggas down 
with him.” 

“Then why you fuck with him?” 

Raheem shrugged. “I saw a mark and made my move. The more COs I got in 
my pocket the easier these three years will be. That simple. Aint got no love for 
no niggas.” 

Raheem knew he was only telling half the truth. Sure, he was always on the 
lookout to get some leverage on the niggas on the block. And there was no better 
way to do that than to have a CO working for you. But as much as Raheem hated 
to admit it, Xavier was different. He had to be. He wouldn’t have gotten into bed 
with the Triple-Deuces in the first place to save the cop from D-Rock. 

The cell door buzzed and the bolt unlocked. Abdul looked up at Raheem with 
a concerned expression. Raheem ignored the boy and went to the door. He 
looked out the window and saw everyone run out to the floor like a bunch of 
trained rats. It looked like any other day. But Raheem knew better. Either way, 
he couldn’t try to bitch his way out of what lay ahead. He pushed the door open 
and stepped out on the tier. 

He leaned against the rail and surveyed the floor. Raheem wanted to make 
sure he knew exactly where all the Triple-Deuces were. He wasn’t going to get 
caught off guard. When he looked up across the tier he made eye contact with 


Flip, Twist’s right hand man from the outside. The yellow, slinky man made his 
way over to Raheem. The prison thug’s gut clenched tightly. 

“Brady wants to see you,” the man said plainly. “Now.” 

Raheem nodded and followed behind the message boy. He was about to step 
into a snake pit full of vipers without any hope of fighting them off if things 
went south. Going out like a bitch wasn’t an option. Adrenaline rushed through 
Raheem’s body, flooding him with an empty sense of courage. He was ready. 

Six men stared back at Raheem the moment he stepped in Brady’s cell. They 
were having a meeting. There was no way they’d kill him right there. It would 
draw too much attention, especially being in Brady’s cell with half a dozen other 
prisoners. The COs didn’t have proof, but everyone knew that he ran the Triple- 
Deuces on the block. He had to keep anything he did low key. But telling 
Raheem that he was dead wasn’t off the table. Raheem had seen Brady do the 
shit before. The man was so scared that he just killed himself. 

“How the fuck did those Spanish motherfuckers know I was getting a 
package?” Brady barked. “As soon as Twist took that shit to his cell to repackage 
it, the fucking SWAT team was in this bitch shaking everyone down.” 

Raheem shrugged, feigning ignorance. “Javier must have seen me pass the 
shit off to Twist.” 

“He was talking to the fuck CO that killed D-Rock. Bitch nigga is back for 
one day and manages to get product I been telling you to get for fucking weeks. 
Something is wrong with that shit.” 

“D-Rock should have killed that nigga instead of bitching him out when he 
had the chance,” Flip added. “Nigga is a fucking problem. One that need to be 
solved.” 

All the Triple-Deuces in the room nodded their heads in agreement. But 
Brady’s steely gaze stayed on Raheem. Suspicion lingered in his eyes. Raheem 
thought the man would jump up and slit his throat right on the spot. 

“Who did you get to bring the shit in anyways?” 

“Come on, Brady,” Raheem groaned. “You know I can tell you that. I’d be no 
better than Javier snitching and shit. Fuck up what little pull I got in this bitch.” 

“Flip said he saw you and that faggot nigga Abdul with the guard during the 
riot. Maybe you got him to bring the shit in here for saving his life. Maybe he 
bitched up in the last minute and dropped the dime, trying to look good on his 
first day back.” 

“T wasn’t with that nigga,” Raheem said evenly. “I don’t know what Flip think 
he saw.” 

Brady stood up and got in Raheem’s face. “Fine, if he wasn’t the nigga that 
hooked you up then you won’t mind if the bitch is taken out.” 


Raheem shrugged. He tried to look like he didn’t care but the panic he felt 
was overwhelming. He didn’t know why he cared about them trying to kill 
Xavier but he did. Raheem knew he had to find a way to warn the man before it 
was too late. These dudes had gone off the deep end. They declared war on the 
Spanish Disciples and now they were trying to off a guard. 

“Good,” Brady said. A sinister grin covered his wrinkled face. “You’re going 
to kill that nigga. I want him dead before the end of the fucking day, 
understand?” Raheem nodded, not knowing what to say. “Cause if he’s not gone 
then your little bitch ass will be. Now get the fuck out my cell.” 

Raheem left as quickly as his feet would allow him. He didn’t want to give 
Brady any reason to change his mind and take him out too. The walk back to his 
cell was the longest he’d ever made. He wanted to scream and punch something 
but he knew he couldn’t. He just walked out of a cell with a bunch of Triple 
Deuces. Dozens of eyes were on him. 

“What happened?” Abdul asked as soon as Raheem came back in the cell. 
“Do they think you snitched?” 

“T don’t know,” Raheem mumbled. He paced back and forth in the small cell. 
“But them niggas want me dead. I know that much.” 

“Did Brady say he was going to kill you? Naw, you wouldn’t be here if he 
said that shit. Raheem, what the fuck did they say to you?” 

“They know the fucking CO is the one that called in the shakedown. That 
stupid nigga Flip saw us with the CO during the riot. Brady knows he’s the one 
that brought the shit in.” 

“You didn’t tell him that, did you? He’Il kill you and me.” 

“Naw nigga,” Raheem shouted. “Why the fuck would I tell that nigga who I 
got bringing me shit? I denied that shit. And I told him we wasn’t nowhere near 
that motherfucker during the riot. So you better keep the story straight.” 

Abdul nodded with extra enthusiasm. “Please tell me why you so damned 
worried? You making me nervous.” 

Raheem stopped pacing and said, “They want Xavier dead. And they want me 
to kill him before the day is over.” 

“Oh, fuck.” 

“Yea,” Raheem said. The weight of what was being asked of him crashed into 
him all over again. “Oh, fuck. I’m fucking dead.” 

“If you get caught they’ll give you the death penalty. And if you did get life 
you’d be in Hell dealing with COs who know what you did. What the fuck are 
you going to do?” 

“Man, I really don’t know.” Raheem sat on the bottom bunk and pressed his 
face in his hands. “If I don’t do the shit, them niggas are going to fucking kill 


me. If I do it, there aint no way I’m not going to get caught. The guards will kill 
me or beat my ass damn near to death.” 

“You can’t kill Xavier.” 

“Why the fuck can’t I?” Raheem asked, annoyed. “If I can do that shit 
without no one finding out I’m free as a fucking bird.” 

“You’ll still be behind these bars and you’ ll still have to do what Brady says. 
What happens when he asks you to bring in more drugs and you can’t cause 
Xavier is dead? What if he wants you to take out another guard? He’ll figure you 
did it once and can probably do it again. Shit is a slippery slope.” 

“Abdul, I have to do something. Sitting still isn’t a fucking option. Someone 
has to die today and I promise you it’s not going to be me.” 

“You have to kill Brady,” Abdul said plainly. “Killing him is the only way 
out.” 

“How the fuck am I going to do that? He’s always surrounded by his people. 
That old nigga might only have one good eye but he’s vicious as Hell with a 
knife. Shit, I don’t even have anything to kill the man with even if I want to off 
him.” 

“You can’t do it alone. Xavier might can help.” 

“How’s a fucking CO going to kill an inmate? He wouldn’t go for that shit 
even if I begged while sucking his dick.” 

“Tt won’t hurt to ask. He’s the one that started this shit between the Spanish 
Disciples and Triple Deuces. He has a plan.” 

“Fuck that nigga’s plan. How was Brady knowing what he did part of his 
plan?” 

Abdul shrugged. “I don’t know. But you’re going to have to find out.” 

“And what the fuck do I do until he gets here? His shift doesn’t start for 
another seven and a half hours. I’m not about to sit here and wait for them 
niggas to come for me hoping and praying that a fucking cop can somehow save 
my black ass. Fuck that.” 

“Then what are you going to do?” 

Raheem shook his head. What was he going to do? Every option seemed 
impossible. Killing a nobody nigga was hard enough. But going after a gang 
leader or a guard was suicide. For the first time in his short stint in the prison, he 
considered the possibility that he might never step foot out of these walls. The 
three years he had been counting down was now a life sentence. 

A baton hitting the cell window snatched Raheem from his troubled thoughts. 
The guard pushed the door open and said, “Lieutenant Patterson wants to see 
you.” 

Raheem stood up and shook his head. Everyone wanted to see him today. It 


was like he had won a popularity contest that had a grand prize of a painful 
death. He followed the guard to the Lieutenant’s office. He already knew what 
bullshit lay ahead. 

“Have a seat, inmate Jones,” the gray lieutenant said as he waved off the 
escorting officer. The man didn’t speak until the door shut. “What the fuck is 
going on in my block?” 

“You’re asking the wrong person,” Raheem said. “You know I keep my head 
down and mind my own business. I want no part of the drama these cats carry.” 

“Bullshit, son. I don’t like little fuckers like you lying to me. Everyone knows 
you’ve been cozy with the Triple Deuces since the riot. You really going to sit 
there and tell me that there aint a damn thing happening between them and those 
Spanish fucks?” 

“You’re asking me questions that you already know the answer to,” Raheem 
said. The old man level a steely stare in his direction. “Sir.” 

Lieutenant Patterson leaned back in his chair and laced his fingers over his 
chest. He looked at Raheem, studying his face as if the answers he sought would 
magically appear on his forehead if he looked hard enough. It must not have 
worked. He stood up and went to the window. 

“You know how a prison is run?” 

“IT have no idea, sir.” 

“A prison is kept functional and safe when there is a balance. We can’t get rid 
of gang members unless they are verified. So, we try to spread them to keep a 
balance. Usually that balance keeps them from killing each other. No one has an 
advantage. Keeping that balance is key. Having men like you to give me 
information helps that balance. That’s why we do favors for each other.” 

“Last time you told me that chaos kept a prison running.” 

“The occasional chaos. That little gun stunt got us over ten million more 
dollars to go towards pay, training and gear that will keep my guards safe from 
you fucks.” 

“And I thought you was just doing me a favor for a favor.” 

Lieutenant Patterson grinned. “We all have our needs, inmate Jones. Right 
now I need information.” 

“You’re not the only one that has needs,” Raheem countered. “The last guy 
you sent to protect me is dead. I’m flapping in the wind here.” 

“T can’t help you with that. It took a lot to get that gorilla to watch over your 
ass. From what I hear it wasn’t an easy job. I doubt anyone would want it again 
after your last cellmate died. How’s the new one working out?” 

Raheem grinned. “He has his uses.” 

Lieutenant Patterson chuckled. “I’m sure he does. We need to come to an 


agreement, Raheem.” 

Raheem’s ears perked up. The Lieutenant never used his first name unless he 
was desperate. The higher ups must been putting pressure on him. For once, 
Raheem finally had the upper hand. 

Before the scheming could form words in Raheem’s mouth, the lieutenant 
said, “I spoke to the parole board and they’ve agreed to move your parole 
hearing up. I was able to get three other officers to write recommendations along 
with mine. You could be out of here within a year.” 

Raheem slunk back into his seat. Joy was quickly eclipsed by a savage anger. 
Three years had just turned into a year but it didn’t matter. By the end of the day 
he would either be dead or facing the death penalty. Freedom was knocking on 
his door but there was no handle. Just a keyless deadbolt. 

“T need your help,” Raheem admitted. Snitching wasn’t something he ever 
did. He’d give the old man bits and pieces before but this was different. His life 
was on the line. So was his freedom. “Your boy is the one that got the niggas and 
spicks ready to throw down.” 

“Who? Officer Brown?” 

Raheem nodded. “I begged him to bring me some supply to slip to the Triple 
Deuces cause them niggas was threatening to kill me. But when he gave it to me 
he called in a shakedown. Even made it look like that dude Javier was the one 
that snitched.” 

Lieutenant Patterson leaned back, his eyes wide from disbelief. He took a 
moment to process the information dump Raheem had just poured on him. 
Slowly, his face frowned as he looked back up at Raheem. 

“Explain how you’re in trouble.” 

Raheem took a deep breath. He knew he could have conspiracy charges 
brought up on him for what he was about to say but he didn’t have a choice. It 
was either lay it all out on the line or die fighting niggas or COs. 

“Brady said that if I don’t kill Officer Brown then he’II kill me. He’s getting 
ready to kill as many of the Spanish Disciples as he can. That nigga has lost it.” 

“You don’t want to kill Officer Brown, do you?” 

“No,” Raheem said plainly. “What kind of question is that? I don’t want to 
kill nobody. I use to sling rock from my grandma’s house down in Decatur. I’m 
not some trap boy ready to take a nigga’s life. I made my money, got pussy and 
took care of the woman that raised me.” 

“Why did Officer Brown bring you the drugs in the first place? Money?” 

Raheem shook his head. He looked down at his hands. If he looked the 
lieutenant in the face he knew the old man would figure it all out. He probably 
already had. 


“How long you two been fucking?” 

“Look,” Raheem said, trying not to raise his voice. “Can you help me or not? 
What else do you need to know?” 

“As long as you’ve told me everything we’re good. Now, before I do anything 
to help your criminal ass you know what you have to do.” 

Raheem gritted his teeth and stared at the man. He loathed the monthly toll 
the old man had taken for all the money on his books and other perks like being 
able to see his girl for conjugal visits even though they weren’t married. Every 
time he was called to the lieutenant’s office, Raheem promised himself he’d put 
the shit to a stop. But losing all that he had managed to squeeze out the man 
would be too painful and hit. And how could he deny the man who had delivered 
a twelve month stint instead of a three-year sentence. He just had to trust that the 
man would make moves to make sure he wasn’t in a coffin by the time lights 
went out. 

Raheem got on his hands and knees. He crawled over behind the desk and 
worked his way between the lieutenant’s legs. The old man already had his ugly, 
uncut meat poking through the zipper of his pants. He stroked his thick shaft, 
pulling back the wrinkly foreskin each time. Raheem didn’t think about it. He 
just took the man in the mouth and did what was required. 

Fifteen minutes later Raheem was back in his cell, hunkered over the 
commode throwing up. He refused to allow that man’s seed stay in his body. 
Lieutenant Patterson had gone overboard this time. Sometimes he made Raheem 
swallow, but this time he yanked the inmate’s head down on his dick when he 
busted. Raheem was still wiping nut snot from his nostrils. 

Abdul busted into the cell and asked, “What happened with the lieutenant? 
Did he think you were the one that brought the drugs in?” 

“No,” Raheem lied. The lieutenant knew because he had told him. “That old 
fucker just trying to scare a nigga trying to get information. Everyone knows a 
war between them niggas is about to pop off and he was trying to find out what 
was going on. What you heard while I was gone.” 

Abdul shrugged. “Not much. But based on the evil look the Spanish Disciples 
keep giving every black person they see, I’m sure they know it wasn’t one of 
their own that put Javier down. When they hit, anyone with skin darker than 
theirs and can’t speak, is a dead man.” 

“Fuck,” Raheem cussed. “That nigga really got shit all the way fucked up. 
And he sitting at home safe and fucking sound.” 

“Are you alright?” Abdul asked. He kneeled beside Raheem. “I got some 
commissary if you need to put something in your stomach that will stay down.” 

“T’ll be fine, nigga,” he barked. “When all this shit is over, I’Il be fine.” 


“So you got a plan yet? The Triple Deuces aren’t going to wait for Gustavo to 
make a move. And they going to be all over your ass when Xavier gets here.” 

A light went off in Xavier’s head. It was a long shot but it was worth it. 
“What time is it?” 

“A little after one. Why, wassup?” 

“Gustavo cleans the solitary cells, right? That’s his job?” 

“Yea. Why?” 

Raheem ignored all the boy’s questions. He had to move quickly if he wanted 
to get a chance to speak to Gustavo alone. Raheem had to grease a wheel first. 
He went to the station and told the blond guard on duty that he had needed to see 
a doctor. It was their little code word. He would bang her back out in one of the 
bathrooms that no one ever used and she’d give him a little favor. It was perfect 
to arrange a met and greet with Gustavo. 

The horny guard creamed on Raheem’s dick four times before she came all 
over his shit. It was so thick, it looked like the young prisoner had sprayed 
shaving cream all over his pubes. She offered to suck him off and swallow his 
nut but Raheem was too distracted to think about busting a nut. He needed to 
take care of some business that would hopefully save his life. 

No one made a sound on the hall of the solitary units where Gustavo worked. 
Raheem knew that this particular block had some asshole guards. If you made 
noise or kicked on the door you’d get scrapes for food. And sometimes the water 
in your cell might stop for a few days. Horror stories of how prisoners had to 
drink the toilet water with shit in it were told often behind those prison walls. 

Blonde walked him up to the cell Gustavo was cleaning. The Mexican thug 
stared the two of them down like he would tear each of them apart, limb by limb, 
with his bare teeth. Even the guard flinched at the menacing glare he leveled at 
them. She looked at them and said they had twenty minutes before she would be 
back. 

“What the fuck you want, nigga?” Gustavo cursed. “You know I aint got shit 
to say to you or anyone else you fuck with. You black motherfuckers are dead.” 

His eyes got wide and crazy as he dragged the back of his thumb over his 
throat. Raheem didn’t need an explanation as to what the gesture meant. He 
ignored the comment and stepped inside the cell with Gustavo and closed the 
door. There was no way to get out until Blonde came back for him. 

“Gustavo, you know I don’t fuck with no one,” Raheem explained. “I keep to 
myself. I don’t want no part of what you or anyone else has going on right now.” 

“You don’t really have a choice. Your boys cut up my cousin like he was one 
of these nobody motherfuckers that can just be dropped. Now, I’m going to cut 
down every nigga I see.” 


“Brady had your cousin killed.” 

“You act like that’s some shit I didn’t know. My homeboi and one of them 
white boys saw your dude Flip leaving Javier’s cell. Next thing you know, my 
fam is dead, bleeding on the fucking ground.” 

“So you’re going to kill a bunch of niggas and get your boys caught up 
because of what one nigga did. Two if you count the man that ordered him to do 
i 

Gustavo shrugged his massive shoulders. “You know how this shit works. I 
retaliate and get the motherfuckers that killed my cousin and your people only 
going to come back. The train done already started. The shit aint stopping no 
times soon. Not until there’s no one left to kill.” 

“Do you know why Brady had your cousin killed?” 

The Spanish gangster’s eyes flared with hate. He walked up to Raheem and 
sized him up. Gustavo looked like was ready to bust Raheem right in the face. 
Raheem was sure he’d do it if it would make him feel any better. The message 
was Clear: Gustavo wanted an answer to the question. 

“One of the guards set him up,” Raheem explained. “Made it look like Javier 
was the one that snitched on Twist when I passed him some work.” 

Gustavo poked his thick finger in Raheem’s chest. “You the one that got my 
cousin killed.” 

“Chill,” Raheem hissed. “I aint say shit to no one. I’m not the one that made 
the Triple Deuces think he was the snitch.” 

“But aint you a Triple Deuce now? Aint you been riding with them niggas 
since the riot. Since your bodyguard was taken out?” 

“T do what I need to do to stay alive,” Raheem explained. “I got that guard 
Marco to bring me some weed and pills in. He saw me give it to Twist and called 
in the code. You know he be acting all cool with Javier, promising him shit. Set 
that boy up. Fucking wrong.” 

“How the fuck did you get a CO to bring any drugs up in this bitch? And why 
the fuck you telling me all this shit?” 

“Like I said, I do what I need to do to keep alive. I want to help you get the 
justice you want,” Raheem lied. He hoped that the man believe the lie about 
Marco. “How I got him to do it doesn’t matter. All that matters is that there aint 
shit else he can do for me.” 

“T think you lying,” Gustavo hissed. He looked Raheem up and down. “Brady 
probably thinks you the one that fucked up the drop and caused the shakedown. 
Why the fuck would you move weight so everyone could see? What he got you 
doing now? Who he want you to kill? Me?” 

Raheem shook his head. “One of the guards.” 


“Oh shit,” Gustavo said, with laughter. “That Vato is crazy as fuck. You know 
how long this bitch will be on lockdown if you take out a CO? You’ll forget 
what the fuck grass looks like.” 

Raheem stared at the man. He was sure Gustavo knew what he was talking 
about. He’d been locked up since he was eighteen and he was already twenty- 
six. He was serving a twenty-five year sentence for attempted murder. He had 
been at the prison when the inmates managed to kill an elderly CO. 

“T’m not trying to kill anyone. I need your help.” 

“Why the fuck would I help you? I’m still debating whether or not to kill your 
black ass before that blond bitch gets back here.” 

“Tf you do that you’ll be facing life, maybe the death penalty.” Raheem hoped 
his words steadied the massive brute’s hand. “You don’t want me. I’m just a 
pawn in all this shit. Brady told me to get some dope and pills and I’d live. I did 
what I had to do. I’m not the one that went and had your cousin carved up. You 
want that nigga Flip and Brady.” 

“How the fuck am I supposed to get to them without taking out some of their 
soldiers first? You know they always roll deep. I wouldn’t be able to get within 
ten feet of them.” 

“T can set it up,” Raheem offered. “If I don’t kill that guard then Brady said he 
would kill me. I need that nigga dead as much as you want to see him draw his 
last breath.” 

“So you want me to do all the killing and have blood on my hand? What the 
fuck do I get out of the deal?” 

“You get to see the man that fucked with your family dead and gone. What 
else do you want?” 

“Shit, what else do you got to offer? I’ll be saving your fucking life. Nigga, 
you’ll owe me a big ass fucking favor.” 

“Name it and if I can deliver I got you.” 

“You got pull like that, hunh?” Gustavo asked. “When you supposed to off 
that guard?” 

Raheem looked down to the ground. “Before the end of the day.” 

Gustavo laughed aloud. “You one funny motherfucker. You want to have me 
kill Flip and Brady before the last fucking count? How you going to deliver on 
that shit you owe by then? Especially if I want some shit from outside?” 

Raheem stood there with a blank expression on his face. The man was right. 
The timeline was fucked up and there was no way he could get anything for 
Gustavo before the end of the day. Nothing that would convince the man to kill 
two people and put him in the clear. 

“Man, all I can do is fucking try. Tell me what you want and I’|l try my best 


to get you what you want. My life depends on that shit.” 

“You right,” Gustavo said. He looked up at the ceiling, thinking. Then, his 
eyes went wide. He had a thought. The large Spanish prisoner reached down and 
grabbed at what looked like an insanely thick piece of meat as he said, “I aint 
had no pussy since I been in this bitch. The only way I bust a nut is my jacking 
my dick and that shit is getting old quick as fuck.” 

Raheem smiled. “I can get that blonde bitch to ride your dick. That aint a 
problem. I can make that shit a regular thing. Just say the word.” 

“Nah, slim,” Gustavo shook his head. “We not bringing in no other loose ends 
on this fucking deal. You gonna give some of that ass and I’m going to fuck it 
like some pussy. I couldn’t fuck with the faggots that sell they ass because my 
boys would kill me if they found out. I’ll be here for more than a decade. Some 
reliable ass is fucking priceless. And I know you fuck niggas on the low when 
you want something.” 

Raheem looked at Gustavo with shock and fear. He’d never expected the 
Latin thug to proposition anything like that. And the thought of seeing and 
feeling the awakening monster he stroked through his oranges made Raheem’s 
legs weak at the knees. He was sure he’d die bending over for his ass. 

“You really fucking me up,” Raheem said. “You sitting here demanding ass 
when I’m telling you I’m a dead man by the end of the fucking day.” 

“T’m not the one on a schedule,” Gustavo said with a sadistic grin. “I can wait 
until the stars fucking align to strike at those niggas. Have them guessing and 
waiting in fear. So you need to make up your mind before that bitch guard gets 
back here.” 

“You want to fuck me right here? Right now?” 

“My dick hard. Let’s seal the fucking deal right here and now.” 

“You'll kill Brady and Flip if I let you fuck me right now?” 

“If you let me fuck you now and whenever else I want to play in that dark 
chocolate ass. And you have to help me get those two alone so I can pull it off. 
You get me killed and I’! have my boys kill your bitch ass.” 

Raheem cringed. “Fine. Fuck it. I aint got a fucking choice.” 

“Take your clothes off,” Gustavo ordered. His dark piercing eyes molested 
Raheem’s flesh as he stripped naked. “Damn, you got a nice little body. Turn 
around so I can see that black ass.” 

Raheem clenched his jaw tightly and turned around. He heard Gustavo make 
a lusty groan. Raheem couldn’t believe what was happening. Not too long ago he 
was sucking an old man’s dick to get help and now he was about to let some 
Mexican prison thug dick him down. 

“You know, I fucked with a dude back in middle school,” Gustavo confided. 


“T never busted a nut like the one I shot off in his ass while he rode my dick. No 
bitch ever made me feel that fucking good.” 

Raheem didn’t say a word. He turned back around and faced Gustavo. He was 
naked from the waist down. Raheem’s eyes traveled to the man’s groin and went 
wide. Gustavo’s uncut dick was about as thick as a beer can and just as long as 
his own dick. There was no way this man was going to fuck him. 

“T don’t think I can take that,” Raheem said in the most serious tone he could. 
“Tt’s too big.” 

“Don’t worry. I have some fucking Crisco in the cart. Usually use it for my 
knuckles when I have to teach a motherfucker a lesson. Helps limit the cuts on 
the knuckles. But I know how you faggot niggas love fucking with Crisco.” 

Raheem bit his tongue. He needed Gustavo and wasn’t about to insult the 
man. He eyes the giant built like a body builder walk over to his cart and pull out 
a small bottle of Crisco oil. He poured half the bottle on the broad top of his 
dick. Slowly, he stroked his massive meat until it glistened in menacing splendor. 
He laid back on the cement ground and held his dick so it would poke towards 
the ceiling. 

“Come sit on my dick,” Gustavo barked. “You’re going to ride my dick until I 
fill those nigger guts with my Mexican seed. Might cum so hard that your ass 
gets pregnant.” 

Raheem took a deep breath and steeled his nerves. As soon as he made this 
asshole bust he’d find a way to get him and Brady in a room together. That was 
the only thing on his mind. Raheem walked over to Gustavo and stood over his 
body. He looked down at the homy prisoner and swallowed hard. It was going to 
hurt so much. 

Slowly, Raheem squatted down and took the top of Gustavo’s incredibly thick 
dick in his hands. It was burning hot to the touch and pulsed with quick flowing 
blood. The Mexican thug grinned with excitement. He was really getting off on 
what was going down. Raheem tried to ignore the stupid look on the man’s face. 
He slid the slick dick between his muscular ass and pressed the head of 
Gustavo’s dick against his quivering hole. 

“Go slow,” Gustavo said. “I want to feel every part of that hole before I bust. 
It’s been a while so I’m sure I won’t last long.” 

Raheem ignored him and focused on the getting the man’s thick shaft in his 
ass. He grinded his hips back and forth, trying to loosen his tight hole. It didn’t 
work. He was too tense. Raheem took a deep breath and tried bouncing on the 
dick a little. He hoped it would just pop in. That didn’t work either. 

Disappointment covered Gustavo’s face. He reached up and ran his thick 
fingers over Raheem’s exposed ass. He grabbed and kneaded the flesh until the 


tension was gone. Then he slid his hands to the oily crack of Raheem’s tight ass. 
Gustavo roughly rubbed over Raheem’s entrance. He wasn’t going to be gentle. 

First one thick finger slid into Raheem’s ass. The second quickly followed 
and elicited a sickening grunt from Raheem that got caught up in his throat. It 
sounded like he was dying. Being choked to death or something. The third finger 
had tears streaming down the side of his black, marble-like face. 

Gustavo thrust his three digits as deeply inside of Raheem as possible. When 
he finally pulled them out, the boy’s ass was gaping. Gustavo didn’t waste a 
second. He gripped Raheem’s slim waist and pulled him down on his rigid pole. 
The heat radiating from Gustavo’s dick made Raheem’s hole burn. His sheer 
girth put him in so much pain that his ass went numb. 

Raheem whimpered like a puppy with a broken leg as inch after thick, hot 
inch wormed deep into his fleshy guts. He was gasping and moaning, his breath 
came quicker as Gustavo bottomed out in his ass. Gustavo growled like a wild 
dog, swiveling his hips and tearing at Raheem’s walls. 

“Damn, this ass feels fucking good,” the Mexican gang leader cooed. “You 
going to be my black prison bitch for as long as you in this motherfucker. Ass 
too good to ignore.” 

Raheem didn’t utter a word. He was delirious with pain. He clung to 
Gustavo’s chest as the man thrust his hips up, forcing Raheem to bounce on his 
dick. Sweat cascaded down Raheem chest and ass as he held on for dear life. He 
reached back and rubbed his ass while Gustavo pounded away like a mad man. 
His hole was stretched so wide he was sure something had torn. 

Gustavo moan and groaned, thrashing his head from side to side. Raheem 
prayed he was close. His ass gushed. The Crisco, precum and ass juices had 
formed a slick, creamy white foam at his hole. His dick slapped against 
Gustavo’s hard body with the same force the man pounded into his ass. 

When Gustavo reached up and twisted Raheem’s nipples without a hint of 
mercy, the unwilling sex worker’s dick thickened. Smacking turned into heavy 
thuds. Gustavo noticed the young trap boy’s thickening pole. He moved his other 
hand from Raheem’s hip and grabbed his dick. He beat Raheem’s dick as he 
fucked his ass. It was a painfully erotic rhythm that had Raheem’s head spinning. 

Raheem winced in pain as he felt Gustavo’s dick thicken even more in his ass. 
His own dick hardened in the Spanish Disciple’s hand. It all set the man off. He 
howled like a wolf and pulled Raheem all the way down on his dick. Raheem 
could feel a gallon of hot cum explode in his ass. He was surprised when his 
own dick erupted, shooting two watery shots onto Gustavo’s face. 

“Fuck, that shit hurts,” Raheem cried. He eased himself off Gustavo’s dick. 
His ass squeezed tightly, sucking in every drop of hot seed lingering in 


Gustavo’s shaft into him. “Oh my God.” 

When Raheem finally pulled the last inch of Gustavo’s dick from his used 
hole, he felt the flood. Cum dripped from his gaping hole and spilled onto 
Gustavo’s deflating dick. The Mexican freak just looked down and smiled. 

“When you going to let me fill that hole up again,” Gustavo asked. 

“Take care of the business at hand and we’|l see,” Raheem retorted. “We have 
to hurry. We don’t have much time.” 

“Shit, you tell me the time and place and I’Il be there. It will just be me and 
you. Hope you don’t bitch up by the sight of blood.” 

Raheem frowned. “I thought you was going to kill them niggas?” 

“T am.” Gustavo got up and put his clothes back on. “You’re going to help 
me. I’m not bringing no one in on this shit. The less people who know the 
better.” 

“T aint got shit to kill no one with,” Raheem admitted. “Can’t kill either of 
them with my bare hands.” 

Gustavo went to his cleaning cart and pulled out a long, sharpened piece of 
metal. He handed it to Raheem with a twisted smile on his face. Before Raheem 
could say anything there was a knock on the cell door. It was Blondie. He stuffed 
the shank in his oranges and went to the door. Raheem looked back at Gustavo. 
He prayed the man wasn’t playing him. His life depended on it. 

Raheem convinced the guard to pull another big favor for him. He had to 
stroke her pussy again to make her agree. If she did her part and Gustavo did his, 
Flip and Brady would be dead before the start of the new shift. Xavier would be 
back just in time to see all the shit he had started with his little plan the day 
before. 

Raheem stepped into his cell and asked, “What the fuck happened to your 
face? The Muslims fucking with you again?” 

Abdul nodded. “They was mad that I got out early. Thought I said something 
to the guards about them to get out. I held my own though.” 

Raheem nodded. “Good. You can’t let them niggas try to bitch you around. 
All we got is each other and I need you still breathing and walking.” 

“T got you, man. So what happened? Where did you go?” 

“Trying to make sure I hold my end of that deal. I aint no good to you dead. 
Had to make sure I had a plan to deal with the Triple Deuces. I got me a shank 
just in case them cats come after me.” 

“Half them cats were on the transfer list today,” Abdul said. “They all being 
moved to Florida tomorrow morning. The guards put everyone who’s leaving 
down in ad sig. First time they did that shit in a while.” 

Raheem smiled. Lieutenant Patterson actually came through and thinned out 


his would be assassins. Knocking them down to size might actually work. With 
only half their muscle and Brady out the way, the Triple Deuces wouldn’t be a 
threat anymore. 

“Good. I need to go make some more moves. Are you going to be okay? 
Don’t want to come back and see you diced up by those fucking Muslims.” 

“You worried about me now,” Abdul said with a smile. “Didn’t know you 
cared.” 

Raheem’s nostrils flared. He was worried. Waking up in the morning would 
be an answered prayer. Having Abdul right there with him would be a blessing. 
It wasn’t until that moment that the young prison thug really considered how 
much prison had changed him. He was worried about Abdul. It wasn’t just that 
he needed him for mutual protection. He wanted the boy around. 

“No man should be cut down like some fucking animal in this bitch,” Raheem 
said. He walked up to Abdul, reached up and caressed the man’s face. “We’re 
not animals. Despite all the fucked up shit we have to do, we’re men. Don’t 
forget that shit.” 

Admiration and appreciation beamed on Abdul’s smooth face. He reached up 
and took Raheem’s hand in his own. His lips pressed against the back of 
Raheem’s hand. They smiled at each other as if they were saying goodbye 
forever. Raheem smiled back at his cellmate. He prayed that this wasn’t the last 
time he’d see Abdul. 

Raheem pulled away from Abdul’s grip and left the cell. He didn’t have the 
luxury of getting into his feelings. Death walked with him and demanded a 
sacrifice. He was intent on making sure he wasn’t the one offered up. 

Getting excited about killing someone wasn’t something Raheem was used to 
doing. He hovered at the railing in front of his cell, waiting for Blondie to signal 
him, pacing like he’d somehow walk himself into freedom. Anxiety tempered 
the adrenaline rush he’d felt when he stepped from his cell. In a few moments he 
could be dead. 

Finally, the signal came. Raheem went to the guard station down in the 
middle of the floor. He asked one of the guards to see if he could speak to one of 
the investigators looking into Javier’s murder. It was the only request that would 
get him out of the block without waiting a few hours. Raheem didn’t have that 
kind of time. 

The guard got a radio call saying to send him down and Blondie went ahead 
and volunteered to take him the investigators. Instead of going to the 
interrogation rooms, Raheem was escorted down to the cafeteria. Brady and Flip 
were on food prep detail with a bunch of guys who weren’t affiliated with any 
group from other blocks. It was the only time Brady would be vulnerable. 


Blondie took him to the supply closet and closed the gate. It locked by itself 
on the inside. She promised that she’d be back with Brady and Flip, before all 
the other guys from the other blocks came. Dinner was four hours away but prep 
for nearly 1,000 inmates started early. Raheem just hoped that Gustavo was able 
to make it to the spot in time. He saw the Spanish Disciple read the kite he 
wrote. 

Waiting was pure Hell. The anticipation forced bullets of sweat from 
Raheem’s forehead. He ducked off in the corner next to a tower of boxes filled 
with super sized canned goods. Doubt crept in his mind. He couldn’t rip the 
thought from his mind that his plan wasn’t going to work. Images of him lying 
dead on the ground with his face stomped in exploded in his mind. 

Laughter filled the cafeteria. It was too late to turn back. Raheem heard 
Blondie say something before the gate to the supply room opened. The laugher 
and jovial conversation continued until the two men heard the gate close. There 
was no way to open it from the inside without a key. They protested but only the 
sounds of Blondie’s footsteps walking away could be heard. It was now or never. 

Raheem shot up to his feet and crashed into the first body he could with all 
his weight. The metal blade cut into his hand as it impaled someone in the gut. 
Raheem’s heart raced and his hands shook. He’d just stabbed someone. Raheem 
had to yank the weapon twice to get it free. Flip’s limp body slunk to the floor. 

Brady’s eyes went wide. He looked down at Flip and then back up at Raheem. 
Anger and rage roared in his gaze. He reached for his hip and pulled out a long, 
sharpened screwdriver. He wanted blood. It was written all over his face. 

Raheem was ready. He gripped his bloody shank in his hand and stared the 
hardened criminal down. An uneasy standoff lingered between the two men. 
Then suddenly, Brady’s arm went up and he howled like a beast. Before he could 
take a step, a pair of large hands grabbed his head from the back. A sickening 
snap echoed in the small space when his head was twisted 180 degrees. His body 
fell to the ground. Gustavo hovered above him. He smiled and nodded at 
Raheem. 

A sigh of relief left the young killer’s body. A moment ago he had seen his 
life flash before his eyes. Gustavo wasted no time. He went up to Raheem, took 
the shank and threw it in one of the large ovens. Raheem washed the blood off as 
quickly as possible. Blondie waited at the door of the cafeteria. She escorted 
them back to the block like nothing had happened. 

Raheem felt like celebrating. But it was a fleeting feeling. He looked up to the 
tier and saw Xavier pushing into his cell. He was early. Very early. Raheem 
scaled the stairs and went to his cell door. Anger bubbled in his gut. He was 
going to rip Xavier’s head off for what he did with Javier; getting the Triple 


Deuces on his ass. When he pushed inside he couldn’t believe his eyes. 

Abdul gripped a wiry piece of metal with a tip sharpened like a nail. He was 
trying to drive the weapon into Xavier’s side, right at his heart. Raheem froze, 
watching the two men struggle. They either didn’t see him or just ignored him. 
He didn’t have time to think about why they were fighting. Raheem had to act. 

Raheem got behind Abdul and put the boy in a chokehold. He fought back, 
unwilling to stop his attempt on Xavier’s life. Slowly, as his gasp for air strained, 
his strength weakened. Relief washed over Raheem as he saw the sharp metal 
get further away from Raheem’s body. Abdul took one last gasp and his body 
went limp. In a flash, his arm bent towards himself and the metal weapon 
crashed into his own chest. 

Complete despair shook Raheem at his foundation. His body quaked and his 
eyes went wide. He looked up at Xavier and back down at Abdul’s flinching 
body. It wasn’t long until his body stopped moving. Raheem didn’t say a word 
but his eyes said all that he needed to say when he looked back at a remorseless 
Xavier. 


Prag 


“T promise that ass gets better each time,” Gustavo said as stroked the last drop 
of nut from his thick, uncut meat. “You got me hooked like an addict. Over here 
fiendin’ and shit. That ass is better than pussy. Shit, I’m going to swing by to see 
you if you still in this bitch tomorrow.” 

The Mexican thug tossed Raheem a rag to wipe the cum dripping from his 
swollen hole. He eyed his prison bitch as he pulled up his oranges and adjusted 
himself to conceal his erection. His eyes traveled up and down Raheem’s naked 
flesh. He looked like a lion ready to pounce on its prey. Thoughts of fucking 
Raheem again danced in his eyes. If there was time he probably would have tried 
to dick the boy down again. 

Raheem eyed the man warily. Disgust and anger bubbled in his gut along with 
the Mexican’s hot seed. It wasn’t until the gangster left that Raheem let out a 
sigh of relief. His mind needed a break just as much as his ass. For three days he 
had sat in solitary. Xavier had promised that he’d get him out as soon as 
possible. The guard wasn’t moving fast enough. 

Days and nights had blurred into each other. There was no window. No one 
said anything on the block. The quiet messed with Raheem the most. Food and 
Gustavo came to him like clockwork. It was the only way he knew what time it 
was. Raheem didn’t sleep. His cell didn’t have a bed. Only a commode and sink 
were provided. Sleep didn’t come. It was too chilly to rest. It was the price all 
prisoners who killed someone had to pay. 

Xavier had convinced Raheem to take the fall for killing Abdul. They made 
up a story saying that Abdul had attacked Raheem and Xavier tried to get in the 
cell when it happened. Xavier put in his report that Raheem was only defending 
himself. Still, he was sitting in the cell, not Xavier. 

Raheem paced back and forth in the eight by eight cell. He was on the verge 
of losing his mind. The last time he spoke to Xavier was just before the SORT 
team came in and took him to solitary. He had no idea what was going on 
outside of those walls. Not knowing was the worst part. He was truly isolated. 
The only human interaction he had was with Gustavo and that was pure agony. 

When the fuck is this nigga going to get me out this bitch, Raheem thought. I 
should tell the lieutenant his ass was the one that stabbed Abdul. Get that nigga 
thrown in a cell next to me. 


Raheem shook his head. He knew no one would believe him. Especially after 
he wrote down that he killed Abdul trying to defend himself. Going back on 
what he said would only complicate things. He just prayed that the incident 
didn’t affect his chances of getting out of prison in the twelve months that 
Patterson had promised. Raheem was holding on to the hope of being free by 
this time next year like a newborn clenched to a tit. 

Images of Abdul bleeding to death in his arms exploded in his mind. The boy 
stayed in his thoughts. His death plagued Raheem’s dreams. The boy didn’t 
deserve to die. But it was hard not to admit that he had what happened coming. It 
was just the way the game worked. 

Raheem didn’t have any proof but he was sure that Brady and the Triple 
Deuces strong armed him into trying to kill Xavier. Maybe they didn’t think 
Raheem had the balls to kill anyone. It would explain Abdul’s blackened eye. 
But then maybe he was trying to kill Xavier for Raheem. There was really no 
way of knowing. Abdul was dead and dead men told no tales. 

Raheem crawled into the corner of the cell and wrapped his arms around his 
shaky knees. His body was tired. Numbing pain rattled his young bones. He 
closed his eyes and tried to get some rest but it didn’t come. When he finally 
dozed off from pure exhaustion someone banged on the door. Raheem stood up 
and went to the slit of window. It was Xavier. 

“Come on out, Jones,” Xavier said as he opened the door. “You’re going back 
to gen pop.” 

“Tt’s about fucking time. Thought your lame ass forgot about me. Tired of 
sitting in this motherfucker. Can’t sleep in this bitch.” 

“Yea, I can see the bags under your eyes. I didn’t forget about you. I would 
never forget about you, Raheem. We got a lot of history between us. Secrets that 
could get both of us killed or me locked up and you serving ten to fifteen. We’re 
stuck together. Get used to it.” 

“Why did you kill Abdul?” Raheem asked, narrowing his gaze. He needed 
answers and didn’t have time to play the guessing game. “I was choking him out. 
You didn’t have to kill him. You could have had him put in solitary. Or at least 
found out why he was trying to kill you. What you did was unnecessary and foul 
as fuck. That little nigga actually liked you.” 

“The shit with Abdul is over. It’s history. Probably best to just forget about 
him. Whether he wanted me dead because he was told to do it or if he was trying 
to keep me away from you doesn’t matter now. He’s no longer a problem. You 
know a nigga doesn’t walk away when he makes an attempt on someone’s life.” 

Raheem flinched. He saw a flare of jealousy in the guard’s gaze. “You think 
he wanted to kill you because of what’s going on between us? You really think 


he was that infatuated with me?” 

“T don’t know,” Xavier answered. A slick grin covered his face. “It seems like 
every dude you fuck with in this prison gets into their feelings and gets 
possessive. Don’t think I don’t know what’s going on between you and that 
prick, Gustavo. What’s the price for that ass now?” 

“Who the fuck you talking to, nigga?!? Don’t think you can say that slick shit 
because you a fucking guard. Talking like you go hard like a lifer or something. 
You don’t know what it’s like being locked up in this bitch without a fucking 
lifeline. A real nigga will make a way when there aint one.” 

“You need to watch that tone, boy,” Xavier warned. He leaned back, looking 
up and down the hall. “Get loud like that again and I’ll leave you in this hole for 
another day. Being reckless will get us both fucked up.” 

“Fuck you! I had to get Gustavo to help me take out Brady and Flip since you 
put them niggas on my ass with that stunt you pulled with Javier. They’re the 
ones that wanted you dead. Said if I didn’t take your ass out they’d kill me. I 
needed the man’s help. Everything that happened your fucking fault.” 

Xavier chuckled and shook his head. “Stupid ass boy. You need to trust me 
when I say I have shit taken care of. Gustavo played you. He knew all about 
Javier. They were cousins but Javier was fucking Gustavo’s girl before he got 
locked up. The baby Gustavo thought was his was actually Javier’s. Gustavo 
wanted Javier killed. When the Triple Deuces did what he couldn’t do himself, it 
was a way to justify taking them out too. I had a plan to get Gustavo and some of 
his boys to take out all of those niggas. You got scared and jumped the fucking 
gun.” 

Raheem stared back at Xavier in utter disbelief. Gustavo had played him to 
get in his ass. He wanted to fuck him up so bad that it hurt. Raheem had given up 
his ass to the man for saving his life. The whole deal was a shame. 

“You didn’t tell me any of this shit,” Raheem complained. “How the fuck was 
I supposed to know? You had me running around like a chicken with its head cut 
off.” 

“Why do you think you need to know every fucking thing? You’re an inmate. 
I told you I would take care of everything. You need to start trusting me.” 

“How the fuck can I trust you when you keep shit from me?” 

Xavier’s face softened. “There’s a reason I don’t tell you everything. I can’t 
tell you everything. I’d be putting you in danger. You know why I came back 
here. I would never let anything happen to you. You can take that to the bank.” 

“Why are you so worried about me?” Raheem asked. “I’m just another nigga 
trying to do his time and get the fuck out.” 

“Honestly, I don’t know. If you want me to be real I’ll be real. My blood boils 


when I’m around you. I want to do things to you, with you, that I’ve never 
thought about doing with another man. The shit scares the Hell out of me. I 
worry that you’re only fucking with me to get what you want. So I try to provide 
to get what I want.” 

“T’m not a fag,” Raheem protested. “This aint nothing but business. Don’t 
forget that shit.” 

“Neither am I,” Xavier countered. “This shit is new to me. But be honest, I 
know you do what you do to get what you want but you can’t tell me that you 
don’t like some of it.” 

“T don’t,” Raheem said flatly. “When I get out next year I’m not going to be 
doing any of that shit ever again. Make my money some other way. This dick is 
my golden ticket for homos like you while I’m locked up in this bitch.” 

“Next year?” Xavier frowned. “Thought you had three years.” 

Raheem clenched his jaw. He’d spoken too much. The last thing he needed 
was anyone knowing that he might be getting out of prison earlier than expected. 
He had no idea how Xavier would react to the news. The prison guard was 
obviously obsessed with him. He probably imagined having some crazy prison 
love affair with Raheem for the next three years. 

“T spoke with Patterson. He worked out a deal with the parole board to hear 
my case in twelve months. I could be a free man. See my family. Live like a 
man. Have my fucking life back.” 

“Congratulations.” Xavier said. He sounded less than enthusiastic. “I’m sure 
we can find lots of trouble to get into before you bounce out of here. There’s still 
work we need to take care of.” 

Raheem offered a weak smile. Xavier stepped closer to him and planted an 
awkward kiss on the young thug’s lips. Surprise covered his face. It seemed like 
an attempt to be affectionate. It just felt weird. 

“So who’s my new cell mate?” Raheem asked. “I can’t deal with any more 
drama.” 

Xavier scratched the back of his head. “Hard to explain. I’m pretty sure you 
won’t be fighting for the top bunk. You’ll just have to see when you get there. 
Right now we need to talk about that gun.” 

“T’m already working on pinning it on that guard, Marco.” 

“Hmm,” Xavier grunted thoughtfully. “That’s actually not a bad idea. You 
think you can pull it off? Marco isn’t the smartest but the man keeps his nose 
clean. He’s all about doing things by the book.” 

“T’m going to need your help but yea. I have a plan.” 

“You want to share that plan?” Xavier asked. “We don’t need any more 
secrets between us.” 


“You just need to trust me,” Raheem quipped. “I’ll take care of this one. Is 
there anything else we need to discuss, Officer Brown?” 

Xavier licked his lips. “When are we going to finally get some time alone? 
I’ve been wanted to fuck you since I got back. I don’t think I can hold out much 
longer. My dick stays on brink whenever I see your chocolate ass.” 

“Put a $100 on my commissary and then we can talk,” Raheem said. His hole 
clenched thinking about Gustavo pounding his guts. The thought of more dick in 
his life made Raheem cringe. “You going to have to pay for this shit.” 

Xavier grinned and shook his head. He waved Raheem out of the cell. 
Xavier’s eyes were glued on Raheem’s ass as they made the long walk back to 
the block. The guard dreamed about how it would feel to thrust his manhood in 
and out of Raheem’s tight, muscular hole. He had to adjust himself twice before 
they actually made it back to the block. 

“Holler at me when that money hits my account,” Raheem said before he left 
Xavier’s side. “Don’t fuck with me until that bread comes up. I aint got time for 
no fucking games.” 

Raheem headed for his cell without saying another word to Xavier. If the CO 
wanted to play he most definitely would have to pay. In the mean time, Raheem 
had to figure out what to do about Gustavo and flesh out his plan to pin the gun 
on Marco. He would need help but he hated the idea of depending on Xavier. 
The man had his own agenda. 

Eyes followed Raheem as he headed towards his cell. The young prison thug 
tried to ignore all the queer looks but he didn’t miss the evil glares coming from 
a group of Muslims who were setting up to pray. He groaned on the inside. The 
last thing he needed was for the Muslims to have him in their crosshairs. 

“What the fuck?!?” Raheem blurted as he pushed into his cell. “Nigga, you 
got to get the fuck up out my cell.” 

Raheem’s new cellmate stood up and smiled. He looked like an old drag 
queen. Raheem cringed as he studied the man’s face. Makeup covered his 
cellmate’s worn skin, accentuating his eyes and lips without rhyme or reason. 
Raheem didn’t even think about how this old queen had got his hands on 
makeup in the first place. Some female guard probably gave it to him. Raheem 
was sure that he’d only started his transformation while locked up. His face 
looked beat and not in a good way. 

“You must be Raheem,” the old queen purred. He extended his hand like a 
female. “I’m Dee Dee.” 

“This shit is not happening to me,” Raheem said to himself. He rubbed his 
face with both hands, disbelief burning his flesh. “How the fuck do I get stuck 
with a cross dressing fag?” Raheem stared at Dee Dee. Anger bummed in his chest 


as he made his way towards the man, fists balled. “Get the fuck out my cell.” 

Dee Dee slipped a razor from his waistband and said, “Baby, I may be a fag 
and an ugly ass woman but I aint no bitch. Keep on steeping girl and you going 
to see how fierce an old queen like me can be.” 

“So you going to cut me, nigga?” 

“Baby, I don’t want to do shit to you but look. I heard about what you did to 
your last cell mate. That’s probably why they put me in here, hoping that you’d 
do everyone a favor and get rid of the faggot. I may be a flaming fag but baby I 
own that shit. I make no apologies for who I am. We are stuck in this little ass 
cell and it’s probably best if you just get used to it. ’'m not going to fuck with 
you. I get enough trade dick anyways, hunny.” 

Raheem’s gaze narrowed at the old troll staring back at him with legs crossed 
and lips pursed. Before prison, he was never the violent type. Raheem’s boys 
would go out and beat up sissies but that was never how Raheem rocked. As 
long as they didn’t mess with him he was fine. Now, he had a bona fide prison 
fag in his cell. 

“When I get back I want all these bright ass scarves taken down. I’m not 
playing. You can keep that sheet over your bunk so I don’t have to see your ugly 
ass. Decorate in there.” 

“Anything else, daddy?” Dee Dee asked. 

Raheem shook his head and clenched his fists. His nostrils flared. Raheem 
turned around and shoved open the door to his cell. He left before he put hands 
on the old queen. Despite his anger, Raheem paused before putting hands on Dee 
Dee. He may have been a prag but he probably had no problem fighting. 
Dressing the way he dressed definitely would bring attention from some angry, 
fag hating inmates with their own insecurities. Raheem knew better than to 
comer an animal. They were the most vicious when left without any options. 

Raheem leaned over the rail of the tier and scanned the block. About a dozen 
or so eyes were on him. Some of the inmates pointed and laughed. Everyone 
knew that he was cellmates with a flamer. Raheem was the joke of the block. 
Even Office Marco’s fat ass had a grin on his face. 

Keep on smiling motherfucker, Raheem thought. I got something for you ass. 
Just wait. 

Raheem caught movement in the corner of his eyes. Gustavo was heading his 
way with a silly smile on his face. Raheem groaned on the inside. He struggled 
to contain his anger. Showing his hand wasn’t an option. Gustavo needed to 
think everything was gravy between them. Raheem didn’t need the Mexican 
even considering that Raheem had plans to fuck him up too. 

“How’s the cellie?” Gustavo asked. “You two make nice, playing house?” 


“Fuck you. Them guards got me fucked up if they think I’m going to let this 
shit slide.” 

“T don’t know man, those fags always keep a clean cell. And if you get an 
itching to get your dick sucked, you got a willing mouth just a few feet away.” 

Raheem rolled his eyes. “What you want, man? Got enough on my plate right 
now.” 

“Shit, just wanted to make sure you were okay. We need to figure out a way 
for us to get some one-on-one time so I can dig in that ass. My dick is hungry 
again.” 

“T just got back on the block. Can a nigga relax a little?” 

“Do what you need to do, just have that tight ass good and ready when I come 
play in it. You know how much fun I have fucking you. Got me on brick just 
thinking about it.” 

“Get the fuck away from me, Gustavo. I’ll let you know when and where. Try 
to get a fucking grip on your hormones. Unless you trying to get caught.” 

Gustavo smiled. “I’ll holler at you later.” 

Raheem shook his head as he watched his debtor stroll away like shit was 
gravy. The young prisoner’s mind raced. If it wasn’t one thing it was another. 
Just a few days ago he was making sure he’d be able to wake up without a shank 
stuck in his chest. 

Brady and Flip were dead. And only a few Triple Deuces were still on the 
block. The Spanish Disciples were running the block now. Raheem wouldn’t 
have cared except that Gustavo, the Hispanic fuck running the gang, had an open 
deed on his ass. Instead of his life being at risk, it was literally his ass being 
threatened. 

Ignoring the inmates still laughing at him wasn’t easy. Raheem eye balled 
Gustavo and his little click. He’d never beat them man-on-man. There were too 
many of them and most of the men were doing hard time. Shanking a nigga and 
walking away like nothing happened was the norm for them. They’d drop 
Raheem in a second if it suited their needs. It didn’t matter. Raheem only had 
beef with one of them: Gustavo. 

Raheem trotted down the stairwell and went outside. He needed some air and 
wanted to get a game of basketball in before the evening count. Playing ball 
always cleared his mind. The competition was therapeutic. Focusing his 
athleticism to run all over cats was the only thing he had control over in that 
cement cage. Raheem relished the feeling that came with winning on the court. It 
was a small victory amongst an avalanche of defeats. 

After two games, Raheem trotted off the court and hit the bench press in the 
middle of the yard. He caught sight of Dee Dee perched on one of the benches. 


His jaw clenched and his fists balled. As much as he wished the lifelike clown 
would have stayed in the cell and remained unseen and out of sight, he 
understood the need to taste the limited freedom offered by the yard. 

Raheem watched Dee Dee. He was sure his new cell mate was advertising 
with the way he smirked and batted his eye lashes. It was odd watching a man all 
dolled up trying to flirt with a bunch of niggas in prison. Surprisingly, Raheem 
noticed a few of the men make small gestures affirming Dee Dee’s advances. He 
just hoped none of them showed up at his cell looking to fuck with the prag. 

“You alright, nigga?” Shawn asked as he threw the basketball back towards 
another dude on the court. He stood in front of Raheem. “Your ass been through 
it these last couple of days.” 

Raheem nodded at his basketball buddy. “Man, you aint never lied. When I’m 
up I’m up, but when a nigga is down, it feels like I stay down. Now I got deal 
with that wannabe princess in my fucking cell.” 

“Don’t stress that shit too much man. Give it a couple of days. My cellie bout 
to get paroled in a couple of days. You can put in a request to transfer if you 
want. I don’t mind.” 

“You sure?” Raheem asked. He looked at the young baller and wondered why 
he’d made the offer. He only knew the dude from playing on the yard. “You’d be 
doing me a big ass favor.” 

“Shit, I’d rather have a nigga I know in there instead of some fuck the guards 
throw in there with me. Besides, I’m a simple dude. Got a few years in this bitch 
and just trying to do my time without any issues. Seems like you trying to do the 
same thing.” 

“True shit,” Raheem agreed. “Focusing on that date is the only thing that 
keeps me going, man. Some of these cats get so caught up in the shit going on in 
here they forget that there’s a world outside these walls. I’m not trying to feed 
into that shit.” 

“Sounds good to me. Plus we can work out together and shit. A nigga trying 
to get buff when I get out and see my girl. Wanna get like you.” 

Raheem grinned. “Yea. I’m knocking out like three-hundred push-ups a day 
now. Actually lost weight since I been in here. Don’t even matter how much I 
eat. And a nigga eats, trust me.” 

“Looks good on you man. Wouldn’t mind dropping a few pounds and gaining 
some muscle.” 

Raheem nodded and offered a weak smile. He was always uncomfortable 
when other guys commented on his body but it seemed like something that was 
normal in the prison. Raheem studied the boy and wondered how old he was. 
Shawn seemed super friendly and Raheem wondered if it was just a reflection of 


his youth. Raheem wasn’t all that old but he’d been locked up long enough that 
you never made friends in jail. 

“You should swing by the cell later. I keep my shit clean.” 

“That’s cool,” Raheem said. He tried to hide his suspicion. “Feel like running 
another game?” 

The eager boy nodded and turned for the court. Raheem couldn’t help but 
catch a glimpse of Shawn’s high booty as he jogged back to the court. It was 
round and muscular but had a jiggle only a young man who hadn’t sculpted his 
body from prison iron could have. Something in Raheem clicked. His dick 
swelled just a little and it bothered him. 

Raheem tried to focus on the pickup game and push the thoughts from his 
mind. For a moment he wondered if Xavier was right about him enjoying the 
things he did with other men. When he fucked with guys there was always a 
tangible benefit at the end. He had Abdul suck his dick a few times but that was 
only because he needed to bust a nut and didn’t feel like jacking. Aside from 
Abdul, no other man got his dick or ass without paying a price. 

Stressing over the details of his fledging heterosexuality wasn’t something 
Raheem wanted to do. He focused on the game. Shawn was on the other team 
and was told to guard him. It was nothing new. Shawn was a decent baller but he 
took too many risks and got frustrated too easily. Raheem would school the boy 
by the time he pressed the lane a few times. 

But something was different this time. Shawn usually went for the steal or 
block. Now, he was using his body and actually guarding. Raheem was sure he 
felt the boy’s dick grind on his ass a few times. The whole thing threw him off 
his game a few times. He missed layups and shots that he usually made with 
ease. 

It was the same thing when Shawn got the ball. The boy wasn’t shy about 
leaning into Raheem’s body. He was playing better and more aggressively but 
something just seemed off. For a moment Raheem thought he was looking too 
much into the boy upping his game. But then Shawn got a handful of his dick 
when he posted out with his free hand. 

Raheem was in so much shock that the move stopped him dead in his tracks. 
Shawn took advantage of the lapse by scoring the winning three point shot. It 
was the first time in the three months that they’d been playing ball that Shawn 
had beat a team Raheem played on. The young inmate came up to Raheem with 
a grin and smacked him on the ass as he did a play crossover. 

“You need to tighten your game up, man.” Shawn said, playfully. “Not like 
you let a nigga bust a three in your face.” 

“Just a little distracted,” Raheem said. He looked at Shawn blankly. He was 


sure the boy was flirting with him. “Can’t get my head in the game with so much 
going on.” 

“T feel you. Want to run back another game? I wouldn’t mind schooling your 
ass twice in a row. Help a young nigga like me boost my confidence.” 

“Naw,” Raheem said. He caught sight of Xavier near the door to the block. 
“T’m going to catch up with you later man. I’ll swing by your cell and chop it up 
with you.” 

Shawn smiled and nodded. Raheem’s eyes lingered on the boy’s smooth, milk 
chocolate complexioned face and took in the beauty of his smile. It was so 
alluring that Raheem struggled to tear his eyes away. He shook his head and 
walked towards Xavier. He needed to take care of some business. 

“T think Shawn Price has a little crush on you,” Xavier said. “You keep on 
fucking around with these guys and folks are going to catch wind that you like 
dick as much as the prag in your cell.” 

“What the fuck you talking about? We was just playing ball, man. You see 
gay shit everywhere. Seeing what you want to see. Maybe you need to go back 
and see that shrink.” 

“As much as he was dry humping you on the court I’m surprised little buddy 
didn’t bust all up in his oranges. Looked like an opening scene to a prison 
themed, gangster porn.” 

“That shit would turn you on, hunh? You like watching dudes in prison do 
gay shit. Gets you all hot and bothered thinking about those hard, jail chiseled 
bodies pressed against each other.” 

Xavier sucked his teeth. “You came over here for a reason. What you want?” 

“T need you to me a favor. I need a cell phone. Tomorrow if you can.” 

“You trying to call someone on the outside? This about the gun?” 

“Naw, this is something different. I don’t even need to be able to call out. A 
flip phone that can record will be fine. I wrote a letter for my boy to work on that 
shit on the outside.” Raheem handed him a folded piece of paper. “That’s a 
complaint about my cell mate. Inside of it is the letter you need to give my boy. 
He’Il handle the rest. Marco will look dirty as fuck by the end of the week. I just 
need to pin the gun on one of the inmates.” 

“T’m guessing you have someone in mind?” 

“T do and I’m not going to tell you shit until I need you to play your part. So 
you going to get the phone or what? I need that shit ASAP.” 

“Yea, but I’m going to need to get some of that ass before I go risking my job 
and freedom for a fucking phone.” 

“Did you get that money in my account?” 

“Yea, I had a second bank account set up under a fake name when I out on 


leave. Transferred the money when I went on break. So wassup? We going to do 
this or what?” 

Raheem rolled his eyes. “Let’s go.” 

Xavier led Raheem to the investigation unit to speak to one of the guards 
looking into the ordeal with Abdul. The man needed a few more details to close 
the case out. He declared it a death by defense. Raheem wouldn’t be held 
responsible. It was welcomed news for the inmate. He made a mental not to 
make sure to see Patterson to make sure the incident didn’t affect his parole 
chances. 

“Where we going to do this shit,” Raheem asked as they left the investigator’s 
office. “Aint many places to go?” 

“Trust me, I got a spot.” 

Xavier grinned back at Raheem. The man was sporting a hard-on that he 
couldn’t hide if he wanted. He led the inmate to the solitary wing. The guard that 
was supposed to be on duty was nowhere to be seen. Raheem wasn’t surprised. 
The old white guard was always slipping away to catch a nap. 

“T told Officer Bertram that I’d cover for him while he caught a quick nap,” 
Xavier explained. He must have seen the look on Raheem’s face. “Old man has 
been working security to make some extra money to get his wife something nice 
for their anniversary.” 

“Yea, whatever,” Raheem quipped. “Let’s just get this business done and get 
back to the block. I got shit that needs to be done.” 

Xavier shook his head as he led Raheem to one of the empty cells. There was 
a prison mat on the floor. Xavier began stripping as soon as he stepped through 
the door. He was down to his draws before Raheem got his shirt over his head. 

“Get down on your knees and suck my dick right quick. I want to feel that 
mouth on my meat.” 

Raheem did as he was instructed. He fell to his knees in front of Xavier’s 
engorged manhood and took him in his mouth. He sucked the head of the guard’s 
dick, letting spit ooze from the corners of his mouth and drip down the rigid 
shaft. Xavier moaned out in pleasure. He reached down and cupped the back of 
Raheem’s head. 

“There you go,” Xavier moaned. He pulled Raheem’s head down further and 
further with each thrust. “Get that dick nice and wet. Want to slide in that ass 
like a hot knife cutting through butter. Make that ass melt on my dick.” 

Raheem closed his eyes and focused on trying to make the insatiable guard 
bust before he got anywhere near his ass. He sucked hard and fast, slurping on 
Xavier’s dick like it was a Popsicle. Raheem worked the guard’s slick pole with 
more enthusiasm when he felt Xavier’s dick jump and harden against the roof of 


his mouth. Raheem was so focused on what he was doing that he didn’t even 
notice that his own dick was brick hard. 

“Damn, you like swallowing my meat, hunh? Got you all excited and shit. 
Stroke that meat while you suck this dick, nigga.” 

Raheem reached down and grabbed his manhood. He was surprised when he 
felt precum dripping from the tip of his shaft. Raheem convinced himself that it 
didn’t matter. He was doing what he needed to do to get what he needed to 
survive. He beat his meat and rubbed the natural lube into his hard flesh. 

Xavier yanked his slob covered dick from Raheem’s mouth and sucked in 
more than a few heavy breaths. Raheem looked up at the man, dick in hand, 
watching his chest heave with anticipation and lust. The look in his eyes was 
layered with hunger and want. He eyed Raheem with primal intent. But what he 
did next surprised Raheem. 

Xavier pushed Raheem down on his back. But instead of pushing his legs in 
the air to fuck his ass he spit in his hand and rubbed the saliva on his own hole. 
He climbed on top of Raheem and lowered his manly mounds to Xavier’s rigid 
shaft. 

Raheem clenched his jaw as he felt Xavier’s burning flesh pressed down on 
his dick. His eyes rolled to the back of his head. Without thinking, Raheem bit 
down on his bottom lip and clawed at the cement. Xavier’s hole squeezed and 
loosened on the tip of the inmate’s dick. The man was intent on making his ass 
swallow the thug’s pole. 

“Damn that dick is big,” Xavier moaned. He reached back, gripped the slick 
prick and rubbed it until more precum oozed from Raheem’s dick slit. “I want 
you inside me so bad that it fucking hurts.” 

Xavier pressed the palm of his hand on Raheem’s flexed chest to steady 
himself. A moan of pain tripped over his lips the moment Raheem’s dick popped 
through Xavier’s tightness. The guard’s nails raked over Raheem’s flesh. As inch 
after thick, throbbing inch of prison dick eased into Xavier’s bowels, the guard’s 
nails dug deeper and deeper into Raheem’s flesh. 

Rabid lust and carnal intent enflamed Raheem’s body. His eyes burrowed into 
Xavier’s. All he could think about was how he was going to destroy the man’s 
tender walls and fuck him until he couldn’t walk. Torturing Xavier’s prostate 
was the only thing on the horny inmate’s mind. It was the only thing he had 
control over at that moment. 

“Bounce on that dick, bitch,’ Raheem ordered. “Show me how much you 
been wanting this fucking dick in your pussy ass!” 

“Nigga, fuck! I can feel you all the way in my stomach. Shit!” Xavier’s body 
shuddered on Raheem’s dick. His ass clenched tight as he came up and slowly 


eased back down. “Oh my God, you hitting a spot or something. Got my knees 
shaking and shit.” 

Raheem made his dick jump. “Ride that dick. Stop being a bitch.” 

Xavier grinded his hips against the inmate’s groin, teasing the boy’s dick with 
the fleshy warmth of his deep insides. He needed a minute to adjust to the girth 
and impossible length of the fuck stick that had penetrated him. Raheem had 
other plans. 

The entrenched prison thug reached up and smacked Xavier’s ass, hard. He 
gripped the man’s round, muscular ass and held it up just enough for him to 
stroke in and out of his quivering hole. Raheem pried Xavier’s cheeks apart and 
pushed his shaft as deeply as he could. His dick stabbed at the officer’s second 
hole. 

“Tt’s so damn long and thick,” Xavier said in a harsh whisper. His head arched 
up towards the ceiling. “Dig in that shit, boy. Go deeper.” 

Raheem short stroked Xavier’s hole, hard and fast. He made sure to massage 
the man’s swollen prostate with his blood engorged dick head. Hitting that spot 
always drove niggas crazy. Raheem was so caught up in the frenzy of the 
impromptu ass that he didn’t realize Xavier was creaming on his dick until the 
wetness drenched his thighs. 

Xavier’s ass gushed with ass and dick fluids. His hole had become a hot 
factory of love juices and he was processing orders on demand. The arousing 
sensation that took him like a storm was overwhelming. His dick firmed and 
slapped against Raheem’s chiseled abs each time he came crashing down on the 
boy’s angry meat. 

“T can feel this nut creeping on me, Raheem. You need to catch that nut cause 
I’m going to bust any second.” 

“Keep gripping my dick with that ass,” Raheem barked. “I’m bout to fill that 
hole.” 

He jammed his engorged manhood deep inside Xavier, demolishing his hole, 
as he bucked and screamed out in pure lust. Wave after wave of hot cum 
unloaded from his stiff prick and flooded Xavier’s beaten hole. The guard came 
as soon as he felt Raheem’s seed paint his walls. 

Rope after thick rope spit from Xavier’s dick without him even touching 
himself. His ass clung hard to Raheem’s dick with each jolt. Spent, Xavier stood 
up and tried to overcome the lightheadedness that overtook him. 

Raheem smiled as his seed dripped from Xavier’s hole and fell to his sweat 
dewed flesh. Yet, the moment of lustful reflection was short lived. Raheem saw 
movement at the cell door window. It wasn’t more than a shadow but Raheem 
was sure he’d seen someone. They’d been caught in the heat of the moment. 


“Damn, that shit was good,” Xavier said as he wiped the sweat from his brow. 
“We need to hurry up and get out of here. Pretty sure Bertram will be waking up 
soon.” 

Raheem stood up shaking his head and said, “I think that motherfucker saw 
us. I swear I just saw someone at the door.” 

Xavier’s eyes went wide as his head swiveled towards the door. “Fuck. You 
sure? Might not have been anything.” 

Raheem shrugged. He wasn’t too worried. Whenever guards and inmates 
were caught having sex it was the guard that would be facing charges. Legally, 
an inmate can never consent to sex. This was a problem that Xavier would have 
to deal with. Raheem smiled at the prospect of Xavier dealing with a problem 
that threatened his life. Karma was a bitch but she was fair. 

The pair quickly got dressed and slipped from the cell like nothing had 
happened. Bertram was at his station with his eyes closed and feet propped up on 
the desk. He grinned at Xavier and nodded his head as the two of them walked 
by. 

“Fuck,” Xavier cursed. “That motherfucker saw us. He looked to damn 
smug.” 

“You need to deal with that shit or you’!l be up in here with me. Won’t be of 
any use to me if you locked up too, Officer Brown.” 

“Whatever.” 

Raheem smiled. “Ok. Just make sure you bring that cell phone when you 
clock in tomorrow. Shouldn’t be a problem slipping it up your ass. I’m pretty 
sure I opened that hole up wide enough.” 

Xavier eyed the prisoner. If looks could kill... Xavier’s nostrils flared as he 
brushed past Raheem and led the boy back to the block. There was nothing else 
to say. He had planned on tearing the boy’s ass up but suddenly had a craving for 
dick. It was confusing as Hell. 

“What are you going to do with the cell phone?” 

“Take care of business.” 

Raheem smiled and walked away. He wasn’t about to explain himself to the 
man that left him comered and reaching out to some Mexican degenerate who 
bartered his life for his ass. He would use the phone to take care of Gustavo the 
best way he could. 

Raheem considered the thought that fucking niggas probably wasn’t that bad. 
But giving up ass as a form of payment wasn’t going to fly. He was no one’s 
prostitute. Now he had to get Dee Dee to do what he wanted. The prag was the 
last piece of the puzzle but the most important. 

“Welcome home, Daddy,” Dee Dee said with a smile full of missing teeth. “I 


thought you got you a new cellmate before we could make up.” 

“Thank you taking the decorations down a notch,” Raheem said, trying to be 
cordial. “I like to keep the cell free of clutter. Don’t need no distractions.” 

“T get it, boo. I got all my latest furnishing of prison décor right here in my 
pleasure palace.” Dee Dee pulled back the sheet covering his bed and revealed a 
tacky but plush explosion of clothe and color. “I don’t mind keeping my stuff on 
my bunk. I know it can be a bit much.” 

“True shit. We both got to be in this bitch. I’m just happy we could find a 
middle ground.” 

“Me too, even though I didn’t have much of a choice. But that doesn’t matter 
now. Have a Seat, let’s talk and get to know each other. We are sharing a cell 
now.” 

Raheem sat on the toilet. “What you want to know?” 

“Why did you kill your last cellmate? I wouldn’t ask if it wasn’t somewhat 
relevant to me.” 

“Abdul was a friend of mine. At least I thought he was. I came in a few days 
ago and he came at me with a shank,” Raheem lied. “Something wasn’t right 
with him. I think he just cracked.” 

“Damn, so sad how many of our black men lose their minds dealing with this 
prison shit. Chile, aint nothing about this shit natural. Bound to make anyone see 
the world with twisted eyes. God rest his soul.” 

“You right. So what’s your deal? I’m doing a bid for slinging dope. Why you 
in here?” 

“Murder,” Dee Dee said, plainly. “I was dealing with this straight man who 
had a wife and two beautiful little girls. He’d come see me once a week or so. 
Fuck me stupid and leave without a word. Always looked at me like he was 
disgusted after he busted his little nut. Then, one day he started chocking me 
with his dick still in my ass. Baby, I reached under my pillow and got my kitchen 
knife. Slit his throat from ear to ear.” 

“Damn. If you knew he was tripping about being gay why did you keep 
fucking with him?” 

Dee Dee shrugged. “Why does anyone do the stupid shit they do? Maybe it 
was how good the dick was. Maybe because he was straight or confused or 
whatever. I always got turned on by trade. Honestly, I don’t know. What I do 
know is that I can’t live in the past. The shit happened and I’m dealing with the 
consequences.” 

“You got any family on the outside?” 

“Nope. Family didn’t even come to see me when I got locked up. I was all 
alone when I went to trial with that busted ass public defender. They always 


knew I was gay. None of them liked it but they still acknowledged me. But with 
the story of a gay love affair turned murder, they wanted nothing to do with Ms. 
Dee Dee. Can’t say I blame them.” 

Raheem frowned. “If you aint got no people to look after you, how do you get 
all this shit up in here?” He wanted to gauge how much pull Dee Dee had behind 
those walls. “Some of this shit looks pricey.” 

“You know a girl never tells her secrets. But I will say that a girl with some 
good pussy will never go broke. Why? You want a taste? I’ll make the first 
round free.” 

“Naw, I’m good,” Raheem said, struggling not to throw up. “But if you want 
to work out something than I’m sure we can do business.” 

Dee Dee leaned in with a smile on his face. Raheem explained what he 
wanted the old queen to do and they negotiated a fee. Raheem had to get fifty 
dollars on her books and get him some Mac makeup. Dee Dee was very specific 
on the brand. 

Raheem knew he could deliver. He was going to transfer fifty from his 
account to Dee Dee’s and get Blondie, his go to pink pussy, to bring in as much 
makeup as she could. Raheem just had to find a way to fuck her before evening 
count was over. He hoped that she would at least get the goods and bring them 
tomorrow if they couldn’t seal the deal until the next day. 

For once everything actually went smoothly for Raheem. He fucked the 
blonde guard and got her to agree to getting the makeup for Dee Dee. Count 
came before he was able to catch up with Shawn but promised the dude he’d see 
him in the morning. Once he dealt with Gustavo, he’d be able to relax and see if 
moving in with the dude was legit. 

Sleep came easy for the first time in days. Everything was planned out. 
Raheem slept like a fucking baby. Even Dee Dee’s presence didn’t fuck him up. 
He was chatty and actually did keep a clean cell. The smell of lemon greeted 
Raheem’s senses when he woke up. 

“Where did you get that cleaning shit from?” Raheem asked. “They only let 
us clean up with products when we have inspection. I usually use soap to mop 
the floor.” 

“T already told you what some good, old pussy can do. It will work wonders 
and make shit magically appear.” 

“Mmhmm,” Raheem grunted. He was sure one of the inmates that worked 
janitorial duties slipped Dee Dee some cleaning solution. Raheem wondered 
what the janitor got in return. “You ready to do this shit?” 

Dee Dee nodded. “As long as my money in the account, we good. You said 
you got the make-up coming later so I’ll just trust it. But hunny, if you fuck me 


over on my goods we going to have a problem.” 

“Unclench your panties. I need—” 

“Wait,” Dee Dee narrowed her gaze. “You think you can get me some panties. 
I never really thought about that until now. That would be so hot. The boy’s 
would go wild if I had some lace or some shit.” 

“T need you to focus. Everything is going to happen quickly. You do your part 
and I’1l do mine. Shit will go smooth as fuck.” 

Breakfast came and life filled the common area of the block. Raheem bolted 
from the cell and looked towards the officer’s station. He grinned when he saw 
Xavier. The man would be pulling a double today. Raheem just hoped he had 
what he asked him to bring. 

Raheem stood at the top of the tier, waiting. Xavier knew his presence was 
requested but the man seemed to linger behind the computer. Something wasn’t 
right. Raheem was about to move towards him but he finally stood up. He made 
his way to Raheem. 

“Did you get what I asked for?” Raheem asked. “I need that shit.” 

“T got it but I need a favor from you too. That asshole Bertram wants me to 
give him five grand to keep his mouth shut. I need him taken care of, like now.” 

“T’m not about to fuck with no guard,” Raheem said. “Killing a guard will 
turn this bitch into a war zone and the only casualties will be the ones with 
orange on.” 

“T need his old ass dealt with,” Xavier said. He slipped the man the phone. 
“Come up with something and I’ll give you whatever you want.” 

“You really going to give a nigga an open check like that? I don’t see why 
you don’t just kill him yourself.” 

“T don’t need the man dead. Just some leverage. I know what you’re going to 
do with that phone. Help me and I got you. Gustavo can be useful. Don’t just 
throw him to the Spanish Disciples.” 

Raheem nodded. “You going to owe me like shit.” 

“As long as we still fucking I don’t really care.” 

“Good. Cause now I need you play your part in my little plan.” 

Xavier did exactly what Raheem asked him to do. When he made it back to 
the block Xavier motioned for Raheem to come. He stopped by the infirmary 
first for a migraine to justify leaving the cell and then was escorted to his 
intended destination: solitary. Xavier left him to do what he needed to do. 

“Wassup, papi,” Raheem said as he leaned against the door of the cell 
Gustavo was cleaning. “Told you I’d come and fuck with you when I was 
ready.” 

“Shit, you right on time my dude. I was going to jack my shit this morning 


after breakfast but wanted to save this nut for your ass. Come on.” 

“T got some blankets set up in the supply closet so you can fuck me on my 
back. It’s easier for me that way.” 

Gustavo grinned with lust and desire sparkling in his eyes. The pair entered 
the supply closet. Raheem cut off the lights and wrapped his arms around 
Gustavo. He pressed his lips against the Mexican thug’s lips before he could 
protest about how dark it was. Raheem knew the man had wanted to taste his lips 
since he tried to kiss him last time they fucked. 

Raheem thrashed his tongue in the man’s mouth, devouring his face. He ran 
his hands up and down his thick, muscular body until he made his way to 
Gustavo’s oranges. He yanked them down with a loud giggle. It was just enough 
of a distraction to position Dee Dee in front of the man’s thick, uncut dick. 

Raheem pulled the phone from his pants and walked over to the light as he 
listened to Dee Dee gobble the man’s meat. Gustavo moaned load as fuck. 
Raheem just hoped he wouldn’t bust before he was able to get his video. 

He pressed the record button and waited a few second to get some audio. 
Gustavo’s voice was easily recognizable. Then, Raheem snatch the switch. Light 
flooded the room. Gustavo swiveled his head on his bull neck and saw Raheem 
with the phone. His eyes went wide. Then he looked down at Dee Dee. His fist 
balled. 

“Better calm down Ms. Dora,” Dee Dee said. She pulled out her razor and 
pressed it against the man’s groin. “Aint shit cute about a cut dick, boo.” 

“T’m going to fucking kill you two,” Gustavo barked. “Just watch.” 

“Tt’s not that serious. I’ll give you the phone after we make a deal. One of 
which is I’m not giving you no more ass. In fact. I’m going to make your muscle 
head bend over just once.” 

“Damn,” Dee Dee cussed. “Can I watch?” 

Raheem shook his head. “You can leave, Dee Dee.” 

He mumbled something under his breath as he left. Gustavo got dressed and 
stared Raheem down. He looked like he wanted to stampede the boy and kill him 
on the spot. Raheem pulled a long, metal shank from his hip. It was a little 
something Dee Dee gave him. Once the eye balling stopped Raheem explained 
that he would have instructions for him later. 

Raheem left the enraged Gustavo and headed back to the block. There was no 
way he could get the man to focus on the task at hand since he was so angry. All 
Raheem told Gustavo was that he needed to have his ass ready next time he saw 
him. Raheem headed for Shawn’s cell when he got back to the block. 

Shawn sat on the toilet butt naked with a magazine in one hand and his spit 
slicked dick in his other. The boy looked up at Raheem and smiled. He didn’t 


stop stroking. Raheem stood there and stared. He was just stuck. When the boy 
busted, his nutt erupted from his thick dick and shot all over his face. Shawn 
licked his seed from his lips and looked up at Raheem. 

“Fucking déja vu,” Raheem mumbled. 


Trained To Go 


Wild thoughts twisted in Raheem’s mind as he stared up at the ceiling of his cell. 
It was still dark outside but Raheem was sure dawn was approaching. Another 
day with more drama and grief awaited the embattled prisoner. A few days had 
gone by and the weekend was over. The calm before the perfect storm was gone. 
Only death and destruction lay ahead. 

Xavier would be back for the afternoon shift in a few hours. Not seeing the 
man over the last couple days had eased a lot of the stress Raheem had felt. His 
feelings towards the man were an odd mix of love, hate and everything in 
between. Raheem felt concern for the guard but contempt at the same time. 

They had a connection that he couldn’t deny. But when the CO flexed his 
authority it made Raheem regret ever getting involved with him. It was an 
inherently unequal relationship. One which Raheem tried to keep as business 
focused as possible. But that too was a losing battle. 

Gustavo had been like a caged animal the last few days. Raheem had kept his 
distance. He wanted to give the gang leader some time to cool his temper. 
Risking the man lashing out in a blood lust rage wouldn’t end well for Raheem 
and there were still things that would be required of the man and his particular 
skills. But break time was over. Raheem would put pressure on his ass today and 
move him like the pawn he was meant to be. 

Then there was the guard, Marco. Raheem’s homeboy on the outside had 
done everything asked of him. Now, the rest of the plan lay in the conspiring 
inmate’s lap. Thinking about how the guard’s life would be fucked up almost 
made Raheem feel guilty. Almost. But he was a hack. Just like officer Bertram. 
Bertram, like all of them, was an opportunist who didn’t give a fuck about the 
inmates. Raheem would deal with him like the rest. Raheem had no love for any 
of them, except maybe one. Xavier would owe him big for dealing with that shit 
on top of everything else. 

Finally, there was Shawn and his exhibitionist ass. Raheem’s basketball 
buddy had been on the nigga like white on rice. Every day he stopped by 
Raheem’s cell just to check on him. They still played ball every day and started 
hanging out more and more. The young dude hounded Raheem all weekend 
about putting in a transfer request. He put it in yesterday morning, giving it to 


Blondie because he knew she’d look out for him. Raheem just wondered what 
Xavier would say about the move. He was a jealous fucker. 

“Did you get any sleep, boo?” Dee Dee asked. His big head popped up next to 
Raheem’s bunk. “I don’t know how you plan on doing all that shit you be talking 
about if you don’t sleep. Conniving, sneaky minds need more rest than most.” 

“So much shit is going down today,” Raheem explained. He watched Dee 
Dee walk over to the metal mirror and put on his makeup. “I know what the fuck 
I got to do but I can’t help but run it over and over in my head. Feel like 
something is missing. Aint got no room to fuck shit up, feel me?” 

“T understand, believe me I do. Now, I know you aint told me everything but 
I’m sure that shit with Gustavo will go off without a fucking hitch. That Spanish 
fuck deserves everything coming his way. Luckily, you won’t have to deal with 
his little crew when you’re done with him.” 

“That’s the plan. Shit wouldn’t have worked without you. I still feel like I 
owe you. Saved my ass a lot of pain and discomfort.” 

Dee Dee looked back at him with a wry grin. “Baby, you know exactly what I 
want. But I’ll take any consolation prize you want to give me. Besides, having 
that thick, uncut piece of Mexican meat in my mouth got this old pussy wet as 
the Amazon.” 

“You nasty as fuck,” Raheem said, shaking his head. “Hell, I would have let 
you work that fucker over some more but I had to made sure I got the shot 
before he realized it wasn’t me.” 

“You never told me why you was stuck sucking his dick and doing God 
knows what else.” 

“He helped me take care of some business when I was caught up in a bind. 
But his faggot ass made me do that gay shit in return. That’s why I’m going to 
fuck his world like no other. Bitch won’t see the shit coming.” 

“Just be careful,” Dee Dee warned. “A man like him aint nothing to play with. 
Short of killing him, you better make sure he’s far away from you. And pray that 
he doesn’t get one of his boys to take you out. Cause baby, when a man loses the 
one thing that gives him pleasure behind these walls and is forced into some 
unknown shit, he will lash out. God help the poor soul he directs all the rage 
towards.” 

Raheem nodded his head as he sat up. Finally the sun was coming up. 
Breakfast would be brought soon and then they’d be let out. There was no point 
in leaving the cell so early though. Raheem was sure that Shawn would be at his 
door moments after he was let out. Dude moved like clockwork. 

“Did you find someone to bring in the cell with you when I transfer?” 
Raheem asked. He had told Dee Dee his plans to move right after he put his 


request in at the beginning of yesterday’s afternoon shift. “I don’t want you stuck 
with someone that’s on some bullshit. You looked out for me and I won’t leave 
you hanging.” 

“Don’t worry about Ms. Dee Dee. I’ve been playing this game for years. 
Right after you told me I went to my sugar daddy and asked him if he wanted to 
room with me and get this good, good cookie whenever he wanted.” 

Raheem couldn’t help but laugh. “You a fucking fool. What mad man you 
done hit in the head and convinced to play house with your crazy ass?” 

“Jebediah. He’s well into his fifties and has the stamina of a snail. I can 
whack him off a couple times a week and he’Il be satisfied. He has family that 
puts bank in his account every month. Hell, I can milk his old, horny ass and still 
chase all this trade dick running around without his ass knowing. All he do all 
day is read.” 

Raheem grinned and shook his head. Dee Dee was right. All Jebediah did was 
read. The old man used to play dominoes and cards until the younger inmates 
scared him off. He was a quiet man serving a life sentence for killing some white 
man that raped his teenage daughter back in the eighties. Raheem thought the 
dude’s story was tragic when he shared the tale. Most of the men who were 
rotting behind those bars had tragic stories to tell. It was the way of the world. 

As soon as the cell door clicked open Dee Dee stood up and said, “Well, let 
me go and tell my future husband what the plan is to get his old ass up in here. 
Let me go before your little boyfriend comes barging in giving me shade and shit 
like I’m trying to steal his man.” 

“Don’t play with me like that, Dee Dee.” Raheem crossed his arms over his 
chest. “Your ass just don’t know when to quit, do you?” 

“Chile, I’m just calling it as I see it. You might not know but that boy is 
infatuated with you. He’s not trade. He’s a butch queen trying to hide it around 
all these other men. Be careful before he gets you caught up. You’ll be the 
second fag everyone hates on this block.” 

Raheem didn’t say another word. He didn’t have time for gay gossip. Dee 
Dee was probably trying to get information about Shawn for his own plots and 
schemes. But Raheem couldn’t ignore the fact that he thought Shawn might be 
straight up gay. It was one thing to be a nigga locked up trying to get off and a 
prison fag falling in love with another man. 

That fact alone was what steeled Raheem’s heart from feeling anything 
significant for Xavier. The prison thug wasn’t going to let himself be that type of 
man. His girl was still holding shit down for him back home. She wasn’t going 
to have to greet some dick in the booty nigga when Raheem got out. 

“Wassup with you, nigga?” Shawn said as he pushed into the cell. “How you 


feeling?” 

Raheem couldn’t help but grin at the young man. “Getting by my dude. You 
know every day is the same. New drama and more bullshit. Makes it almost 
impossible for a man to just do his time and get the fuck on with his life.” 

“T mean, if you say so,” Shawn replied with a shrug. “You been acting a little 
funny these last couple of days. At first I thought it was because of what you 
caught me doing in the cell. But then I saw how you act when that cat, Gustavo 
was around. You done got in some shit with the Spanish Disciples?” 

“Don’t stress that other shit,” Raheem said. “We men. We have needs even if 
we stuck in this fucking prison. And don’t worry about that shit with Gustavo. 
He’s just another motherfucker with a chip on his shoulder who’s mind is stuck 
on the walls holding him in.” 

“Don’t bullshit me, man. I aint no bitch. I go hard when it’s time to step up to 
the plate. A nigga is TTG! Trained To Go!” 

“What the fuck that shit mean?” Raheem asked with a frown. “Where your 
country ass from again? Aint never heard that shit.” 

“From Atlanta, Cascade. How the fuck you never heard TTG? Where the 
fuck you been? Nigga, all it means is that a dude is ready to throw down at the 
drop of a dime. I won’t hesitate to throw these hands when I need to. That’s how 
I was raised. Fighting.” 

“You can have all that hood nigga shit. That might work out on the streets 
when you be strapped up with a Glock or something. But in here, if you a one 
man army, you going to fall. Square up with a dude you don’t know that 
disrespects you and you might have ten big ass fuckers comering you with 
shanks and shit in they hands ten minutes later.” 

“That’s why I’m saying I got you. Me and you, nigga. Aint got to be no gang 
to make niggas know better than to fuck with us. I got your back and you got 
mine.” 

Raheem stared at the boy. He couldn’t decide if he was delusional, stupid or 
both. Gangs ran each and every block. Most gangs had members all over the 
prison. There wasn’t a damn thing two niggas ready to throw down because they 
were TTG could do when one of the gangs wanted blood. 

“Don’t tell me your green ass has a death wish the day after I put in a request 
to transfer into your cell. Nigga, what happened to keeping your head down and 
doing your fucking time? I thought we was on the same page.” 

“We are. Raheem, you the one that got so much shit going on. Killed your 
cellie, got the Muslims looking at you like swine and Gustavo got you in his 
crosshairs. Everyone talking saying that you the one that got Javier killed. Your 
name pops up more than anyone’s. And everyone knows you fucking that blonde 


bitch.” 

“She might not be the prettiest thing to look at but that pussy is on point,” 
Raheem said. He tried to ignore the look of defeat on Shawn’s face. “And I 
didn’t kill Abdul. I defended myself. If you came at me with a shank what you 
think I should do>” 

Shawn shrugged his shoulders and looked towards the door. His whole mood 
had done a 180 at the mention of pussy. Raheem hated to admit it but Dee Dee 
may have been right. Dude was a bona fide scab. 

“We need to talk,” Raheem finally said. “There’s some shit going on here that 
we need to clear out before I’m in a cell with you.” 

Shawn’s eyes glazed over. “You don’t want to move in with me now?” 

“T didn’t say that. I just don’t want you to get the wrong idea about what us 
living together means. All this talk about being TTG and some of the other shit 
got me a little worried. Just be a man and tell what the fuck is on your mind. 
Keep it one hundred.” 

Shawn hopped up on the top bunk next to Raheem and laced his fingers 
together. The young inmate looked down to the ground, searching for the words 
to express what needed to be said. He sighed a few times, opening his mouth 
only to close it again. Sweat pearled on his smooth forehead. He was stressing 
the fuck out. 

“Nigga, just tell me what the fuck is—” 

Shawn leaned over and pressed his lips against Raheem’s. His tongue darted 
into Raheem’s mouth before he could even process what was going on. Their 
mouth’s locked, sucking and tasting one another. For a moment, Raheem got lost 
in the moment. It only encouraged Shawn to go further. He pressed his hand 
against Raheem’s tight abs and tried to run his fingers under the man’s shirt. 
Reality struck Raheem like lightening. 

“Stop,” Raheem said, pulling away and grabbing Shawn’s hand. “Dude, you 
need to leave, right the fuck now.” 

Shawn looked at Raheem with the most pitiful look in the world. If he had 
been a slightly weaker man he’d have burst into tears. Instead, he clenched his 
jaw and narrowed his gaze. He looked like he was about to say something but at 
the last moment decided to hold his tongue. Shawn hopped down from the bunk 
and left the cell without uttering a word. 

Raheem pressed his face into his hand and blew out a heavy breath. He 
couldn’t believe he let himself get caught up in a kiss with another man. First it 
was Xavier when they swapped cum in each other’s mouths after their first 
encounter. Then Abdul and finally Gustavo. But the last one was done with a 
purpose in mind. Just like with Xavier and Abdul to a lesser extent. Raheem had 


never considered using Shawn for anything and saw no point in engaging in 
relations with the dude. 

Fucking for some type of advantage or tangible gain was the only way 
Raheem had justified having relations with other men. Kissing was taking it a 
step too far. It implied a level of intimacy that he wasn’t willing to give to 
another man. It was something Raheem only did when he wanted to seal the 
deal, so to speak, on the move he was making on a mark. Still, he couldn’t deny 
that he enjoyed feeling Shawn’s hard but soft lips on his. 

What the fuck is this prison doing to me? Raheem asked himself. Got me 
considering that I might want to deal with a nigga just because it feels good. 

Raheem hopped down from the bunk and began pacing in the cell. It was too 
late to ask not to be put in the cell with Shawn. His cell mate would likely be let 
go sometime that afternoon or evening. There wasn’t anything Raheem could do 
about it. On the bright side, he wouldn’t have a flaming queen waking him up 
every morming. He could deal with Shawn if he had to. 

Finally, Raheem exited his cell and charged out into the common area. As 
always, he leaned over the metal rail on the tier and scanned the large space to 
survey what the day might bring. Some of the young Muslims stared up at him 
with evil intent dancing in their eyes. Gustavo shot him an evil look before being 
escorted to his job, cleaning the cells in solitary. It was the same shit, just a 
different day. 

Raheem trotted down the stairs to go outside and run a game of basketball. It 
was early but he still wanted to get his juices flowing. Before he could even step 
outside, one of the Muslims blocked his path. The bull necked man was alone. It 
wasn’t like the Muslims to move solo. 

“You going to move nigga?” Raheem asked, annoyed. “The fuck you want?” 

“You’re the reason brother Abdul is dead,” the man accused. “You and your 
homosexual temptations sent him into a jealous rage.” 

Raheem frowned. “I don’t know what you talking about, brother. If your boy 
was doing gay shit, I had no idea. Like I told the hacks, dude came at me with a 
shank. It was random as fuck. I ain’t had no problem with the dude.” 

“T don’t believe you. I had put in a request to have him moved into my cell. 
So I could watch over him and make sure he was focused on his faith. But that 
guard he paid to sin with during the riot put him in a cell with you. Seems odd to 
me.” 

“You need to ask that nigga,” Raheem retorted. “Why you fucking with me, 
Hulk? Aint it time for you to go pray or some shit?” 

“My name is Karif,” the man replied. The expression on his face was like 
stone. “I blame you for what happened to Abdul. His death will not go 


unavenged.” 

“Wasn’t you the one that beat him up a couple of weeks ago? Funny how you 
Muslims preach love and acceptance but will hurt your own when they don’t do 
what you say. No better than a street gang. You had Abdul’s face bruised and cut. 
He sat in solitary for almost a week because of you.” 

“And he came out a day early and was put in a cell with you,” Karif 
countered. “Did you ask office Brown to put him in there or was he a gift? A 
play thing like the abomination in the cell with you now?” 

“T aint got time for this bullshit. If you trying to throw down lets go. Aint no 
bitch in me.” 

Karif looked down at Raheem’s clenched fists and smiled. It was the first 
time his expression changed during the heated exchange. “Not now. But soon. 
Turn to Allah before it is too late. Your sins will catch up with you and there will 
definitely be Hell to pay. A salaam alaikum, brother.” 

Raheem watched the bulky man head back to his cohort of Muslim brothers. 
They didn’t say a word about Karif and Raheem’s encounter. In what seemed 
like a choreographed motion, the half dozen men took out their prayer blankets 
and repeated the religious chant Karif said. Raheem shook his head and headed 
outside. 

Anxiety squeezed at Raheem’s chest. He was shook by the threats Karif had 
made. The Muslims weren’t to be trifled with, lest of all that bear of a man. 
Killing him wasn’t an option. Every Muslim in the prison would want to end 
Raheem’s life if the man suddenly died soon after their verbal sparring. It was 
the fastest way to get a target on his back. 

Only a few guys were on the court playing a pickup game. Raheem spotted 
Shawn amongst the small group. As much as the young inmate needed to work 
the court, he couldn’t deal with Shawn. Dude was probably stuck in his feelings 
and the shit would not have ended well. Instead, Raheem went over to the 
weights and pumped some iron. 

After he finished his second rep on the bench press and racked the bar, he sat 
up and saw June Bug, one of the few Triple Deuces still on the block, walking 
his way. Raheem clenched his jaw and let out a heavy breath. Today just wasn’t 
his day. For a moment, Raheem wished he had stayed in the cell. It seemed like 
he was the most popular man on the block. The young inmate loathed the 
thought. Popular niggas were usually the first to die in prison. 

“Wassup nigga,” June Bug said. A cheesy grin covered his young face. 
Raheem sized the man up, trying not to stare at the thick bulge swinging in the 
front of his oranges. “What’s been going on with your ass?” 

“T can’t call it man.” Raheem dapped up the boy and looked at him with 


obvious suspicion. “You good?” 

“Shit, after Brady and Flip got taken out everything been crazy. They even 
shipped out some of my brothers. Got a nigga swinging in the wind and shit.” 

“Yea, shit is crazy. Hope you keeping your head low, them Mexican 
motherfuckers still act like they out hunting niggas and shit.” 

“Man, I see how that nigga, Gustavo, be looking at your ass. You need to 
watch your back. Everyone saying he’s the one that took out Brady and Filip. 
Saying the motherfucker took them both out all by himself. That motherfucker is 
crazy as shit.” 

“You aint heard nothing about him thinking about coming after me, did you?” 
Raheem asked, playing along. “Last thing I need is a fucking target on my back. 
You know I don’t go hard like you niggas. I was just moving weight like I was 
told, feel me?” 

“T know, nigga. But naw, I ain’t heard shit. Them Mexicans been low key 
these last couple days. Running all the drugs and shit. Aint but a handful of us 
left. They got Brady for that shit with Javier. But don’t worry, Twist will be back 
on the block soon. Shit bout to get real. Nigga told me to tell you to be ready.” 

“Ready? You niggas is fucking wild. Why would ya’ll go after Gustavo? 
Fucking death wish. Ya’ll going to fuck around and get everyone killed.” 

“You know that shit can’t go unchecked. If Twist don’t take care of business 
then the other Triple Deuces will take him out. We can’t act like no bitches when 
one of our lieutenants is cut down like a dog.” 

“Man, you know I don’t want no part of that shit. Going to have me cut up 
like a slab of meat. I aint sign-up for this shit.” 

June Bug’s face frowned up. “Motherfucker, you aint got no choice. Brady 
aint know about that shit with D-Rock. That old nigga was tight as fuck with 
Brady. If he knew what me and Twist did to free your ass, then we’d been cut 
down like some random niggas in the street. You owe Twist. Don’t forget that 
shit.” 

“You make it sound like I aint pay ya’ll back when I took out that nigga Twist 
was beefing with. Tell Twist that I’m done. I killed for that nigga and got him the 
weight he wanted. Not my fault he got sloppy and had the guards on his ass.” 

“Bet. Just be careful, nigga. Twist aint going to let the shit slide. You not the 
only one with guards doing shit in the background.” 

June Bug stared Raheem down like he was Judas himself. The young prison 
gangster shoved his hands down his oranges and shook his head. He walked 
away without saying another word. Raheem looked down at his shaking hands 
and cursed under his breath. The Muslims and the Triple Deuces had him in their 
crosshairs. 


It was time to make moves before more shit hit the fan. He went back to the 
block and chopped it up with an old guard that had a weakness for pills and 
coke. Raheem’s connect on the outside supplied the man whenever Raheem 
needed a favor. It was time to call in one of those favors and pay Gustavo a visit. 

“The Triple Deuces coming for you,” Raheem said. He stood at the cell door 
of the room Gustavo was cleaning. “Twist going to be back on the block soon.” 

“You should be more worried about that nigga than me.” Gustavo didn’t even 
look over his shoulder. He just kept scrubbing the blood off the wall. He wasn’t 
the least bit worried about Raheem’s presence. “When they find out about all the 
shady shit you’ve been doing, they going to gut your bitch ass.” 

“You’re the one that killed Brady.” 

“And when they find out that you were there and the one that wanted him 
dead, you’ll be six feet under just like them. Karma is a bitch, Raheem. But she 
is a fair motherfucker.” 

“Shit, you right. That’s why I’m here. Time to pay up. Eye for an eye; tooth 
for a tooth. You know how that shit goes.” 

Gustavo turned around. “What the fuck you want? Some ass? You really think 
that fucking me like some faggot is going to make everything better?” 

“Who knows? Busting a nut in your ass will definitely make me feel better. I 
know all about how you wanted Javier dead. The Triple Deuces did you a favor. 
What deal did you make with that guard?” 

“Xavier? Shit, I should ask your faggot ass the same thing. You two seem like 
old friends and shit. Close like a pair of fucking butt buddies. How long you 
think the shit between ya’ll two is going to last before someone starts asking 
questions?” 

Raheem shrugged. “Long enough for me to take care of all the loose ends that 
need sewn up. You’re going to take this dick, do a job for me and I’m going to 
give you the cell phone that has the video of you letting a nasty sissy slob on 
your dick.” 

Anger flared in Gustavo’s eyes. His biceps flexed and his face looked like it 
would rip apart. He stared back at Raheem. The restraint in his grotesquely large 
muscles was obvious. He wanted to jump on Raheem and tear the boy apart limb 
by limb. Raheem smiled in spite of the bull like temper the man displayed. 

“If you do anything stupid you know that the video will find its way in the 
hands of one of the Spanish Disciples. You’!l be dead before the sun goes down. 
So fix your face and bend that ass over. My dick is hard and ready.” 

“What job you want?” Gustavo asked. He raised his head high and snarled. “I 
aint one of your fucking errand boys.” 

“T’'ll tell you all about it once I bust this nut up your Mexican guts. You ever 


took dick before?” 

Gustavo ignored Raheem’s question. He clenched his jaw as he laced his 
thumbs in his waist band. Gustavo shoved his oranges down defiantly, 
displaying his thick, limp manhood without any shame. Death danced in his gaze 
before he turned around. 

Raheem’s eyes bugged out when he saw the Latin man’s ass. He thought it 
would be nasty and hairy. Gustavo’s ass was a thing of pure beauty. It wasn’t too 
big or too small. His tan mounds were round and firm but not too muscular like 
the rest of his body. Raheem walked right up to the man and grabbed a pound of 
flesh. 

Gustavo clenched his ass cheeks and said, “Do you your fucking business, 
nigga. Enjoy it while you still drawing breath.” 

Raheem ignored the threat. He stroked his thick manhood while he ran his 
other hand over Gustavo’s beautiful ass. Heat radiated from the man’s buttocks. 
The warmth alone had the prison thug salivating. Eating ass was something 
Raheem’s girl had taught him. He’d lick her pussy lips and her clit before she 
pushed him down to her tight ass. The mental association lingered with the dope 
boy in prison. Munching on some ass seemed the right thing to do at the 
moment. 

“That ass better be clean motherfucker,” Raheem warned. 

Gustavo didn’t say a word. Raheem grinded his teeth. He stroked his dick, 
focusing on the head until a thick drop of precum pearled at the tip of his meat. 
He swiped it up with his thumb and quickly dragged the slick digit over 
Gustavo’s tight, smooth ass. Raheem could have sworn he heard the muscle head 
moan just a little bit. 

Raheem reached up and pressed down on the small of Gustavo’s back. 
Reluctantly, the Spanish gangster bent over more, exposing the beauty of his 
anal entrance. Raheem licked his lips. Staring at the glistening, smooth specter 
was just too much. He knew he had to get a grip. He wanted to last as long as he 
possibly could so that Gustavo could take his dick and know who was in charge. 

Like a starving child given lobster and filet mignon, Raheem feasted. He 
dropped his own dick, reached up and pried Gustavo’s smooth cheeks apart. 
Raheem pressed his face between the man’s cakes and planted his lips on 
Gustavo’s quivering hole. 

Gustavo’s ass clenched the moment Raheem’s tongue glided over his fuck 
chute. The instinctive reflex didn’t deter the would be Triple Deuce’s efforts. His 
fingers dug into Gustavo’s flesh as his tongue poked and pushed at the tight 
entry. 

Raheem sucked and pushed his spit against Gustavo’s unrelenting hole. 


Finally, the man’s sphincter gave way and Raheem’s fleshy fuck tool plunged 
into his bowels. Gustavo let out a guttural moan and clenched at the brick wall in 
front of him. Raheem just smacked his ass and drove his tongue even deeper. 

An eternity of anal probing went by before Raheem pulled away and sucked 
in a breath of air. He was starving to taste what the proud Mexican offered but he 
wasn’t about to suffocate for the booty. Raheem leaned back on his heels and 
gripped his shaft again. He reached up and rubbed Gustavo’s spit covered ass. It 
was wet and gushy. His hole was even a little red from the rough treatment 
Raheem’s mouth had given it. 

“Aint going to be no running or crying,” Raheem said. “After you made me 
take that monstrosity between your legs without complaint, you better act like 
you love this fucking dick.” 

Gustavo didn’t say a word. He didn’t need to. Raheem knew the man was 
enjoying every moment of what was happening. Raheem ran his thumb down the 
crack of his ass, over his pursed sphincter and down to his swollen gouch. If the 
spot between his hole and balls was hard then so was his dick. 

Raheem stood up and rubbed his thick pole between Gustavo’s ass, shaking in 
pleasure each time his dick head was tickled by the smoothness of his cheeks. 
He moistened his mouth and let a long string of spit drip from his mouth down to 
his dick and the crack of Gustavo’s ass. He grinded his manhood against 
Gustavo’s ass, lathering his meat and Gustavo’s ass at the same time. 

Slowly, Raheem pushed his dick against Gustavo’s hole. It was tight and 
denied him entry. The prison thug was patient. He pressed harder and harder 
until all his weight was pushing his dick forward. Gustavo was going to take his 
dick whether he liked it or not. 

Half of Raheem’s thick dick plunged into the Mexican thug’s ass the moment 
his hole loosen just a little. Gustavo grunted in pain and lunged forward, hitting 
his head against the wall. Raheem gripped the muscle head’s hips and held him 
still. He wasn’t about to let him run. 

“Don’t run from this fucking dick!” 

Gustavo squirmed and moaned under Raheem’s tight, relentless grip. His dick 
jump and thickened in the man’s hole. Raheem shoved the length of his 
manhood deep into Gustavo’s hole. His fleshy, slick walls massaged each 
throbbing inch of Raheem’s pole. 

Raheem didn’t give him a moment to adjust to his girth. This fuck wasn’t just 
about pleasure. Revenge was the goal. He slammed the full length of his shaft 
into Gustavo’s hole, brutalizing his prostate with each stroke. 

“Slow the fuck down,” Gustavo groaned. “Aint used to getting fucked.” 

“Fuck that,” Raheem barked. He slapped the man’s ass and slammed his hips 


against Gustavo’s body. “Take this shit like a fucking man!” 

A sly grin covered Raheem’s face when he saw Gustavo reach down and beat 
his own thick meat. The Mexican’s hole clenched and his prostate bulged against 
the under part of Raheem’s dick each time he stroked down on his own dick. 
Raheem gritted his teeth and steeled his slim body. It was time to put in work. 

Raheem gripped Gustavo’s hips like a jokey and swiveled his hips, making 
long, elaborate strokes in and out of the gangster’s ass. It was smooth and soft as 
silk. Gustavo’s tender walls caressed Raheem’s dick with a velvety soft grip. His 
balls drew up tightly against his body. The flood was coming and coming fast. 

“Tell me you like this dick, bitch!” Raheem gripped the nape of Gustavo’s 
neck and pounded away at the man’s hole. “Say that shit!” 

“Just fuck me, nigga,” Gustavo said between moans. “Bust that fucking nut!” 

Raheem growled like a mutt and thrust his insanely hard dick deep inside of 
Gustavo. He licked his lips and swallowed hard. Concentrating on demolishing 
Gustavo’s ass had him in a homy frenzy. As much as Raheem wanted to put him 
through an hour of anal thrashing, he couldn’t hold his nut that long. He was lost 
in the sauce and felt too damn good. 

He moaned and bucked his hips wildly as he felt his orgasm build inside of 
him. A silent groan caught in his throat as he felt Gustavo’s ass clench and pulse 
around his rigid dick. The Mexican, prison gangster was nutting. Raheem’s body 
shuddered in euphoric pleasure. 

Raheem pulled his dick from Gustavo’s raw, living flesh and jacked his 
slickened meat until shots of hot, creamy cum exploded all over Gustavo’s sweat 
covered back. The dope boy’s body jerked with each shot. When the orgasmic 
high subsided, Raheem gripped the base of his still hard pole and smack it 
against Gustavo’s abused, cum covered hole. He grinned. 

With one smooth stroke, Raheem thrust his dick back inside of Gustavo’s ass 
and began to fuck him again in earnest. Gustavo’s ass was tighter and wetter. 
Raheem was sure some of his seed was still oozing from his dick and lining the 
gangbanger’s walls. Taking dick after nutting was never easy. Now, Raheem 
could exact the pain he so craved. 

“Don’t tap out on me just yet, motherfucker,” Raheem said. He slammed his 
dick inside of Gustavo hard and fast. “A nigga like me got stamina.” 

Gustavo groaned in pain. His head hung low and body steeled under 
Raheem’s assault. This time around his dick hung flaccid, dripping cum all over 
the cold, hard cement floor. For another agonizing fifteen minutes he took 
Raheem’s dick. The boy ravished his hole. Raheem didn’t pull out the second 
time he nutted. Instead, he impaled Gustavo’s ass on his dick and let the torrents 
of cum line Gustavo’s worn insides. 


“Goddamn,” Raheem cursed. He stepped back and let his deflating manhood 
slip from Gustavo’s sloppy hole. He wiped the sweat from his brow and grinned. 
“You got some good fucking ass. You liked that shit. Should let me hit it again 
just because.” 

Gustavo pushed the cum from his hole, looked over his shoulder and said, 
“Fucking never again. You tell anyone what the fuck just went down and III kill 
you and every one you ever loved on the outside.” 

Raheem grinned. “You can’t blame a nigga for trying to get in some good ass 
a second time.” 

“Tell me what you want me to do to get that fucking phone,” Gustavo 
ordered. “Play me and I’ll make sure you’re dead before I am.” 

“Fine,” Raheem said. He slipped his oranges back to his waist and tucked his 
dick. “You remember that gun that was on the block when the riot broke out?” 

“Yea, your cellie had that shit,” Gustavo said. A mischievous grin spread on 
his lips. “That was before me and my boys got to him and took it.” 

Raheem’s eyes went wide. “You killed him?” 

“T would never admit to killing anyone. But he’s not here anymore and he 
never used the gun, did he?” 

Rage flared in Raheem’s eyes. “It doesn’t matter now,” he said. It took all his 
strength to let the transgression pass. “I need to pin it on one of the guards. 
That’s where you come in.” 

Gustavo laughed. “How the fuck am I going to pin a gun on anyone? I have 
no idea how that shit got in here in the first place.” 

“All you need to know is that Officer Marco brought that bitch in here. He 
was paid and told that nothing would happen to his family.” 

“How that shit going to fly when that shit happened like two weeks ago?” 
Gustavo asked. “You can’t plant evidence that anyone is going to believe that 
long after the shit. Tell me who really got the gun in here and I’ II think about it.” 

“Trust me when I say that you’ll be doing yourself a favor by pinning it on 
Marco.” 

“Then why the fuck don’t you just do it?” 

“T’m too close to the shit. And plus I don’t have the legitimacy of threatening 
anyone like you and your gang.” 

“So I have to sacrifice one of my own and let them get locked up to make this 
shit work? Fuck that. Aint nobody bout to take the fall on some bullshit like 
that.” 

“The fall guy is already dead,” Raheem said with a sly smile. “Remember, 
Marco was the one that called in the SWAT team and hours later Javier was 
dead. You can spin it like Marco planned the whole thing. That motherfucker is 


proud as shit. He’s not the type to take a threat laying down. Everyone knows 
that shit.” 

Gustavo looked at Raheem and considered the man’s words. Distrust covered 
his hard face but he was actually beginning to think the cockamamie plan might 
actually work. He crossed his huge forearms over his chest and narrowed his 
gaze. 

“Run this whole thing down for me. I’m supposed to snitch and say that 
Marco brought a gun in here for Javier? Why the fuck would they believe me?” 

“When Marco comes back on shift, you get into an argument with him. Hell, 
shove him and accuse him of killing Javier. Make sure everyone hears it. You’ ll 
be sent to solitary but the block commander will want to talk to you. You tell 
him that Javier had a gun during the riot and that he bragged about extorting 
Marco to get it. There are a few guards who will say that they saw the two of 
them talking, a lot. Plus, the money is stashed in Marco’s house.” 

Gustavo shook his head. “You are a twisted motherfucker.” 

“T know,” Raheem said. He extended his hand. “We got a deal?” 

“Fuck it,” he clasped the man’s hand. “Why the fuck not? When I come back 
on the block I want that damn phone.” 

“That shit is yours. And if you ever want to bend over again I got you.” 

Gustavo’s face twisted in disgust. He shoved Raheem and barked, “Get the 
fuck out of here before I fuck you up just for shits and giggles, bitch.” 

Raheem left and headed for Officer Bertram’s desk. The man was nowhere to 
be seen but Raheem was sure he’d be back soon. The old man was like 
clockwork with his naps. He’d never know that Raheem was on his block but 
Raheem would make sure his presence was felt. He slipped the note he penned 
before coming to the block in the top drawer of the man’s desk. 

It was just a folded piece of paper. On the front it said: Spanish Disciples. On 
the inside was a very simple but cryptic message: We have your wife. 

Raheem tried to contain himself as he walked off. Finally, he was tying up the 
loose ends that needed tending to. Gustavo would be out of the picture along 
with Officer Bertram and Officer Marco. Raheem’s only regret was that he 
wouldn’t have a chance to slay the Mexican thug’s ass once more before he fell 
victim to his fate. 

Once he was back on the block, none of the snickers about Dee Dee could 
bother Raheem. He was on cloud nine. Nothing could knock him down from the 
high he was feeling. He trotted up the stairs to his cells and pushed in the room 
with a smile on his face. 

The celebratory smile quickly faded when Raheem stood face-to-face with 
Karif and two other Muslims. Dee Dee was nowhere in sight. The thought to run 


entered Raheem’s mind but the door was quickly closing behind him. He 
doubted that he would have enough time to flee before one of the men put hands 
on him. 

“Don’t think about running,” Karif said, reading Raheem’s mind. “We need to 
talk.” 

“What’s there to talk about? I already told you what went down with Abdul. 
That shit wasn’t my fault. He came at me with a shank. What was I supposed to 
do? Just stand there and let him kill me?” 

“That’s not what happened. We know you came in after that guard, Officer 
Brown. One of the old heads saw you come in behind the man. What we don’t 
know is why you’re covering for him. I spoke to June Bug. He said Brady told 
Abdul that if he didn’t take out the guard, he’d kill his mother and sisters.” 

A blank look covered Raheem’s face. He stared back at Karif. He knew better 
than to think that anything could be kept a secret behind these walls. There were 
no words to say. Karif wanted answers and anything Raheem said would only 
make things worse. 

Adrenaline pumped through Raheem’s veins. His muscles flexed and his fists 
balled. It was a fight or die moment. He’d tried to avoid any physical altercations 
since he’d been in prison. He wasn’t a bitch but he had too much to lose and the 
niggas coming at him usually didn’t. Catching another murder charge was 
nothing for them. Now, Raheem just hoped that none of the men had a weapon. 
It would be a bloody end if one of them did. 

Raheem’s sinewy body tensed, ready to strike, just as the door to his cell burst 
open. Shawn slipped in, hands balled and face full of rage. Raheem looked at the 
boy, surprised and relieved at the same time. Two against three were better odds 
than one against three any day. 

“What the fuck you doing here?” Raheem asked out the side of his mouth. 
“You aint got to do this. This aint your fight.” 

“Stop fucking talking,” Shawn barked. “Either we about to fuck these niggas 
up or get beat down like some bitches. The less your ass talks the better our 
odds.” 

The cell door opened again before Raheem could say anything. It was June 
Bug. Raheem’s stomach dropped. His odds had just swung less in his favor. He 
looked at the Triple Deuce and shook his head. The six men looked at each other 
with anticipation. It was kindle box ready to ignite with the slightest 
provocation. 

Shawn grinned back at Raheem then his head slowly turned towards Karif. 
Raheem saw the moment when the boy’s face when from guarded to committed. 
In a flash, Shawn rushed Karif. He slammed his fist against the man’s rugged 


face. All Hell broke loose in the small cell after that. 

Raheem was surprised when he saw June Bug charge towards one of the 
Muslims instead of him. The moment of shock was short live though. The third 
Muslim was on Raheem, throwing a torrent of fist in his direction. 

He took the blows like a champion boxer and came back off the ropes 
swinging. There wasn’t enough room for six grown men to fight like they would 
in the streets. Close corner combat was dirtier than a neighborhood brawl. 
Raheem was caught up in the melee and committed his body to doing as much 
damage to the man he was pitted against as he could. 

Raheem’s elbow slammed across the bridge of his opponent’s face. He karate 
chopped the man in the throat and then head butted him. Before the man could 
recover, Raheem kneed him in the groin, forcing him to double over in 
excruciating pain. 

Shawn and June Bug were faring even better than Raheem. Shawn had 
unleashed a flurry of fists on Karif. The Muslim was big but slow. Shawn stuck 
the man a half dozen times before he could even swing. And the boy’s blows 
weren’t soft. He hit like a grown ass man and Karif felt every lick. June Bug had 
the man he had squared off with on the ground stomping him out. Dude was a 
savage. 

An unspoken cease-fire descended in the cell. Everyone backed to a 
respective corner, licking their wounds. The Muslims were more beaten then 
Raheem, Shawn and June Bug. Karif looked at the trio and let his hands drop to 
his sides. It was over. Him and his posse backed out of the cell, but not without 
leveraging a hard glare at Raheem. The message was clear. It wasn’t over. 

Raheem looked at June Bug and asked, “What the fuck you doing here?” 
between labored breaths. “You the one that had them niggas on my ass, telling 
them what Brady said to Abdul.” 

“Your boy told me to ride with him,” June Bug replied, pointing at Shawn. 
“Nigga said it was time to throw down with the Muslims. Been wanting to fuck 
them niggas up ever since they converted my cousin. Fam don’t even talk to me 
no more.” 

Raheem shook his head as he licked his busted, tasting blood. He flopped 
down on the commode and looked up at Shawn. The boy was still hyped up but 
a smile of pride slowly formed on his face when his gaze met Raheem’s. Little 
buddy had showed out. Trained to go. Raheem could only smile at the thought. 

“Why you come up here anyways?” Raheem asked Shawn. “Figured you was 
still mad at me from earlier.” 

“Dude, I aint got no type of beef with you. You bout be sharing a cell with 
me. Somebody fuck with you they fuck with me. That simple. Told you a nigga 


was TTG.” 

“Damn,” June Bug cursed. “Got you a straight up G right here. Should have 
brought your young ass on with the Triple Deuces. Nigga got hands, too.” 

“T hope you don’t think I’m going to be going hard with you and Twist when 
that nigga comes back,” Raheem said, defiantly. “I appreciate your help but I 
aint ask you to come up in this bitch and fight my battle.” 

June Bug sucked his teeth. “Calm the fuck down nigga. You always in your 
fucking feelings like a damn female. I did you a solid. Now I need you to do 
something for me.” 

Raheem’s eyes darted from June Bug to Shawn and back. Dealing in favors 
had gotten Raheem indebted to the Triple Deuces. A bargain with Gustavo had 
turned his ass over to the Latin thug. Now, June Bug, a dude only loyal to 
himself and the Triple Deuces wanted a favor. Raheem couldn’t deal. 

“Man fuck that,’ Raheem said, almost shouting. “Every time one of you 
motherfuckers ask for a goddamn favor my ass is put on the line. Nigga, you got 
dozens of motherfucking Triple Deuces to ask a favor from. Why you fucking 
with me?” 

“You the only one that can put a nigga on with that blonde bitch.” June Bug 
said. His young face twisted into a lusty grin. “Dawg, if I can play in shawty’s 
pussy just for a minute I would owe you. My dick aint felt pussy walls in more 
than five years.” 

“Five years is a long time,” Raheem said. His mind was already racing, 
thinking of how he could use June Bug and his hormones to his advantage. “I got 
you pimpin. Holler at me next shift and I’ll let you know if we can work 
something out.” 

“Bet. Whatever you want I got you, nigga.” June Bug dapped Raheem up and 
then went to the door. “Don’t let a nigga dick stay dry. Look out for me.” 

Raheem nodded and smiled just before turning to Shawn. “Tell me what the 
fuck is going on with you nigga. You run out this motherfucker like a bitch and 
now you coming to rescue a nigga. I’m confused as fuck.” 

Shawn looked at Raheem and then at the door. This time, Raheem walked 
over to the door and blocked it. There wasn’t going to be any running this time. 
Whatever it was that was bothering Shawn would find it’s voice. 

“T aint known you long,” Shawn explained. “But, shit, you a cool ass nigga.” 

Raheem’s jaw tightened in frustration. “Nigga, why the fuck did you kiss 
me?” 

“Cause I wanted to,” Shawn said. His tone was firm and serious. “I thought 
you wanted me to do it. We been flirting with each other since we met on the 
court. I thought you would be cool with it.” 


“Nigga, I play ball on the court,” Raheem blurted. “We in fucking jail. Aint 
no flirting. I fuck bitches. And if I do fuck with a nigga there’s a reason; money, 
access or some other shit.” 

“T got money,” Shawn said, his voice barely louder than a whisper. “How 
much?” 

The anger Raheem felt slowly slipped away. He looked at Shawn’s face and 
saw how hard it was for the boy to speak the truth like he was. It wasn’t just lust 
that Raheem saw in his eyes. It was want and desire. Shawn had a jailhouse 
crush on him. 

“You want to be my nigga, don’t you?” Raheem asked. 

Shawn’s nostrils flared in surprise. “What?” 

“Don’t bitch up now,” Raheem said. He took a step towards the boy and then 
another. “You want to be my nigga. Say it.” 

Shawn looked down at the ground. Raheem walked up to him and took him 
by the chin. The dope slanging prisoner didn’t know what he was doing. He 
moved by instinct. Raheem looked Shawn in the face, stepped so close that he 
could feel the warmth of the man’s breath on his lips and finally just kissed him. 

It was soft and gentle at first. Then something very basic took hold of the two 
of them. Raheem let himself go and for the first time experienced a physical 
connection with another man that didn’t come with a prelude of some benefit. 
What he embarked on here and now was simply for his emotional and physical 
enjoyment. 

The cell door swung open before they could go any further. Xavier stood at 
the entrance, gawking at the pair. His gaze quickly settled on Shawn. Hate and 
jealously flared in the man’s eyes. Before he could utter a word there was a 
commotion out on the block. The three of them ran to the tier. 

Gustavo was making a scene with Officer Marco. Xavier was about to race 
down to the station but Raheem hooked him by the arm shooting him a knowing 
look. Xavier understood. Things were falling right into place. 

“Good that you got that gun shit taken care of,” Xavier said, barely louder 
than a whisper. He didn’t want Shawn to hear. “But we have bigger problems. I 
came in early for a scheduled shakedown. So did Marco. One of my buddies in 
the investigative unit pulled me to the side and said that an anonymous report 
came in accusing me of inappropriate relations with an inmate. Your name was 
mentioned.” 

“Tt could have been Bertram,” Raheem cursed. “He knows if he talks the shit 
will only get ugly for him.” 

“Then who?” 


June Bug 


Xavier wiped his sweaty palms on his pant legs as he stared blankly at 
Lieutenant Patterson’s office. He didn’t have many details but he knew someone 
had made an accusation against him. If there was enough evidence he’d be 
cuffed the moment he stepped through the door and sent down to county for 
processing. He’d be just like any other inmate walking the block in a pair of 
dingy oranges with a sad tale. 

His heart skipped a beat when he saw the door handle turn. There was 
nowhere to run. There was no contingency plan. If he was going down for 
having improper relations with an inmate there was nothing he could do. When 
the door swung open Xavier had to stop his jaw from falling to the ground. 

“You alright, Bertram,” Xavier asked. He eyed his would be extortionist, 
hiding his contempt. Xavier had no love for the man and hoped Karma had 
bitten him right in the ass. “You look sick as a damn dog. Maybe you should go 
see a doctor or something.” 

Bertram’s pale face went even whiter when his eyes set on Xavier. “Yea, yea. 
I’m fine. Just a twenty-four hour flu. Nothing serious.” He leaned in towards 
Xavier and whispered, “Don’t worry about that little misunderstanding we had 
the other day. I’m taking a vacation. Hoping to spend some time with my wife. I 
just have to make sure she’s available.” 

Xavier nodded and read into the stern look the weary guard gave him. 
Whatever Raheem had done had the man shaken down to the core. His hollowed 
eyes narrowed as he slowly backed away from Xavier. The old guard patted 
Xavier’s shoulder before he walked off. Xavier couldn’t help but grin at the twist 
of fate. 

“Come on inside, Officer Brown,” the lieutenant barked from his office. “We 
have a lot to discuss and there aren’t enough hours in the day to pussyfoot 
around.” 

“Yes, sir.” Xavier stepped inside and quickly sat down. He laced his fingers in 
his lap, trying to calm his nerves. “Is everything alright, sir? Dispatch said I 
needed to come see you immediately.” 

“Someone slipped a note to one of the staff in the investigative unit,” 
Patterson began, getting straight to the point. He leaned back in his seat and 


looked at Xavier suspiciously. “Claimed that you’ve been having sex with an 
inmate.” 

“Wow. That’s...that’s crazy. I don’t know what to say, sir.” 

“Yea, wow. You can begin by telling me whether or not it’s true. Have you 
been having sex with one of the inmates? Did you risk your job and freedom for 
some prison dick and ass?” 

Xavier shifted in his seat. “Am I under investigation? If I am I’d feel more 
comfortable with my rep if this is an official questioning. Those are some serious 
charges and the last thing I want to do right now is incriminate myself.” 

A slick grin spread on Patterson’s face. “Let’s cut through the bullshit, Brown. 
I know you and Raheem Jones got some shit going on. I’m sure you two have 
been sneaking off fucking and shit. Don’t play me for a fool, son.” 

“And I know you’re the one that gave him the gun,” Xavier retorted. The 
words slipped from his mouth so effortlessly he was surprised. In for a penny, in 
for a pound, Xavier thought. “So yea, let’s cut through the bullshit, lieutenant. 
Why am I really here? What do you want?” 

Patterson slammed his fist on his desk and then pointed at Xavier. “You’re 
here because I told you to come here. I run this fucking prison! Best not forget 
that. You are just one man in an army of officers under my command. Don’t 
think that you make any move in this bitch without me knowing.” 

“You didn’t answer my question,” Xavier said calmly. “If you wanted me 
gone there would be officers here to take me into custody. You don’t want me 
arrested. So what do you want, sir?” 

“Why did Bertram just take a leave of absence?” Patterson asked, shifting the 
conversation. “Did you have something to do with that? Shit reeks of your 
meddling.” 

“You'd have to ask him that question. I couldn’t tell you what’s troubling that 
man’s mind.” 

“T did and he said he needed time to spend with his family. You and I both 
know Bertram will come to work and sleep through his shift and overtime just to 
get his check. I don’t know what you did but that man is scared shitless. I know 
you did something.” 

“T didn’t do anything. Maybe you should ask your boy, Raheem. Seems like 
the two of you have some sort of understanding. I’m sure he’d be willing to give 
you all the information you want for the right price.” 

Patterson wagged his finger at Xavier and said, “Since you’ve been back 
inmates have died. A race war nearly broke out. Raheem had me transfer some 
Triple Deuces to another prison just to forego a lot of bloodshed.” 

“T didn’t know that an inmate had that type of pull. And here I thought you 


ran the prison.” 

“Don’t get cute, Brown. I want some answers. You’re going to tell me what 
the fuck is going on in my prison or I will have you in cuffs and some filthy 
oranges before the end of the day. Mark my word, son. I’m not the one you want 
to cross.” 

“Have you spoken to Gustavo yet?” Raheem asked. He knew the answer. 
“Something tells me that he has some tall tales to share. I’m pretty sure you’d be 
uniquely interested in hearing what the man has to say.” 

“That was you’re doing? So I’m supposed to say thank you for pinning the 
gun on Officer Marco?” Patterson shook his head and leaned back in his char. 
“He’s a good man with a wife and you just threw him to the dogs.” 

“A small casualty in the larger battle,” Xavier said, glibly. “You needed that 
little blemish to go away and I made sure that it happened. We’re on the same 
team, lieutenant. More than you know. I’m not trying to cross you. I want us to 
be closer than close. We already know each other’s secrets.” 

“Why are you here, Brown? Why are you still working in my prison? Did you 
mean all that shit you told the psychiatrist? I read your file. Do you actually want 
to move up in ranks or are you just here to fuck around with Raheem?” 

Xavier licked his lips and chose his words carefully. “I’m here to do my job 
and reap all the benefits it may offer. I’d imagine you’re here to do the same.” 

“You and I are not the same, son. I want to make that perfectly clear. Never in 
a million years would I be as careless and reckless as you. You’ve exposed 
yourself and other officers.” 

“We all don’t have the luxury of doing our business behind closed office 
doors. Don’t sit here and tell me you’re not fucking around with Raheem. The 
man uses sex to get what he wants. No point in lying since we’re putting all our 
cards down on the table.” 

Patterson scoffed. “Since we’re being so open and honest, tell me what 
happened with Javier. Why did he have to die? How did that young man cross 
you?” 

“When I got back Raheem was being pressured to deliver some drugs to the 
Triple Deuces.” 

Patterson’s brow frowned with anger. “You smuggled drugs in my jail? Have 
you lost your Goddamn mind, Brown? You know I could have you locked up 
under this fucking jail for that shit?” 

“Only to have the SORT team come in and confiscate them. Made it look like 
Javier was the one that snitched. That’s why Brady and his boys cut him up.” 

“And now Brady is dead. Don’t think I believe that story about Abdul either.” 
Patterson shook his head. “You’ve indirectly killed more men than some of the 


inmates serving life sentences behind these bars. You’re playing a dangerous 
game and for what? Some prison ass? We live in Atlanta. I’m sure you could 
find some booty to play in if you wanted.” 

“Not my cup of tea.” 

“So it is Raheem that you’re after. Dealing with that young man is going to 
get you killed.” 

“T know how to take care of myself. I’m a quick learner and I’m able to sit 
back and watch the best at work.” 

“That arrogance is going to bite you in the ass. But not today. I’m not going 
to start an investigation. But you’ ll have folks watching you. If someone did step 
up and testify that they saw you engaging in sexual acts with a prisoner then 
you’d be suspended pending an investigation and probably face charges.” 

“Something tells me that you won’t let that happen.” 

“T’m not doing you any favors, Brown. You need to get your house in order. 
And do it without killing everyone in my damn prison. The warden isn’t happy 
with the increase of violence on my block. Neither am I.” 

“T’]l do what I can to stymie the tide. But I do need to ask you for a favor.” 

“Bold coming from a man who is a breath away from being locked up 
himself.” 

“Tf I’m here I may as well go all out, right?” Xavier sat up and focused his 
gaze. “Raheem says he’s up for parole in less than a year. I can’t let that 
happen.” 

Patterson shook his head. “You really want to mess up the boy’s chances of 
getting out? You would do that to him? Why not just have him on the outside, 
too. He’s a convicted felon. He’! need money when he’s free.” 

“T can control him in here. I don’t want him out on the streets.” 

“No. I’m not going to intentionally jeopardize that young man’s chances of 
being a free man.” Patterson leaned back. “But he is responsible for his own 
actions. I heard that Raheem got into it with the Muslims when Gustavo went 
postal. Shawn Price came in and saved his ass. Daryl Blalock was there as well. 
Everyone calls him June Bug.” 

“So what?” 

“June Bug is the one that slipped one of my officers the note about you. 
Either he knows about you and Raheem or he was doing what one of the Triple 
Deuces told him to do. They want you dead, Brown. I’m sure you can figure the 
rest out since you can control these animals.” 

“Thank you, sir,” Xavier said, ignoring the slick remark. “Are we done?” 

“Yea, go ahead and start your shift.” He waved Xavier out. As the guard 
opened the door, the lieutenant said, “You’ll be hearing from me soon. 


Information is never free behind these walls. I’m going to tax that ass.” 

“T understand.” Xavier was about to leave but couldn’t help but ask, “So what 
about Marco? What’s going to happen to him?” 

“T called the Sherriff’s office before Bertram came to see me. They’ll be 
raiding his house shortly. You’ll get to see your fellow officer taken into custody 
for something he didn’t do.” 

Xavier nodded and grinned as he left the lieutenant’s office. His mind was 
already racing a million miles a minute thinking of ways to get Raheem to deal 
with June Bug. Xavier wondered how the young man had found out about him 
and Raheem in the first place. He’d been as careful as possible. And there was 
no way Raheem would have told anyone that he was having sex with a guard let 
alone a male guard. 

“What’s going on, killer,” Marco greeted Xavier the moment he stepped back 
on the block. “Took you long enough to make it back. Thought something was 
wrong. Visits to the lieutenant usually end badly. I was sure you were about to 
get fired.” 

“Naw, just some paperwork shit I had to deal with from when I came back 
from leave. The lieutenant was just riding my ass. Seems like he was dealing 
with a lot.” 

Marco nodded. “Yea. Shit has been tense as fuck today. You saw that shit go 
down with Gustavo earlier? I don’t know what the fuck he was high on but his 
big ass had me a little shook.” 

“Man, shake that shit off. You know these animals need to explode every so 
often. I’m sure he’ll calm down after a couple days in solitary. And if he doesn’t 
we'll just transfer his ass.” 

“You’re right. But he accused me of killing his cousin, Javier. I’m not saying 
I’m scared or nothing but I try my best not to get caught up in any of the bullshit 
like everyone else up in here. I do my job and go home to my wife. Keep my 
nose clean.” 

“Everything will be fine,” Xavier lied. He couldn’t wait to see the guard 
hauled off in a pair of metal bracelets. “Relax and get through this shift with me 
so we can both go home.” 

“Cool, cool,” Marco said, nodding. He motioned towards the unit. “You know 
they been banging on the doors while we waited for you. Fuckers are restless.” 

Xavier raised an eyebrow and took the intercom mic in his hand. “Had you all 
been patient you would have been let out the moment I stepped through the door. 
Now, I’m going to take thirty minutes from your rec. Let me hear a sound and 
I'll make it an hour.” 

The block got eerily quiet. Marco looked over at Xavier and said, “You the 


only one that can pull that shit with these guys. Hope you don’t cross the wrong 
one. The old heads don’t like their rec fucked with.” 

“What will happen if I do? I’m a fucking man. These animals can’t do shit to 

me.” 
Marco just shook his fat head and busied himself with a stack of daily reports. 
Xavier went to the computer and pulled up June Bug’s file. The boy was only 
twenty years old serving a ten year sentence for beating up his pregnant 
girlfriend. Xavier’s face frowned up. He was the type of scumbag that deserved 
everything that happened to him behind those walls. 

Xavier lazily read over all the incident reports on June Bug over the last year. 
He was definitely a trouble maker. Reading the same thing over and over again 
got boring. Xavier’s gaze shifted to Raheem’s new cell with Shawn Price. He 
wondered what the two of them were doing. His curiosity got the best of him. 

“Hey, I’m going to make a quick round before we let these guys out.” 

Marco and the other new guy barely nodded their acknowledgment. Xavier 
didn’t care. He had a goal in mind. He scooped up the clip board to do a quick 
count. Xavier started on the other end of the unit and worked his way around. He 
even entertained a few of the inmate’s conversations, noting some of the 
toiletries they requested. Xavier knew he’d want a moment to speak to Raheem 
and Shawn but didn’t want to arouse any suspicions. 

“Price and Jones,” Xavier called into the cell. “How’s cohabitation so far?” 

“Nice and quiet without all the colorful decorations,” Raheem said. He sat up 
on his prison bunk bed and swung his dreads over his shoulders. “When you 
going to let us out, CO? A nigga trying to play some ball and sweat a little. Got 
us cooped up in here like some fucking animals.” 

Raheem jumped down from the top bunk. His shirt was off. Raheem’s tatted, 
wiry frame flexed right along with his dick. Xavier couldn’t help but stare. He 
was sure the boy’s dick was on lump. The sight only riled his imagination, 
wondering what Raheem and Shawn had been up to during their brief stint 
sharing a cell. 

“As soon as I’m done with the count,” Xavier replied. “I was writing down all 
the stuff you all wanted before I went to the supply room. I need some help if 
you don’t mind.” 

“Sure,” Shawn answered. He stood up and went for his shirt. “We don’t 
mind.” 

Xavier eyed the eager boy. He was muscular, tall and thick. His ass was perky 
as all Hell. Xavier was sure that Raheem had parted Shawn’s cheeks like the Red 
Sea and blessed him with his dick. His gaze didn’t linger long. He shot Raheem 
a look, making clear that he didn’t want them both. Raheem shrugged, obviously 


not caring what Xavier wanted. 

“Let’s go, CO. You going to be eating into my rec.” 

Xavier shook his head and let the two men from the cell. He went to the 
command station and radioed for a guard to rotate in while he was getting all the 
things the men asked for. He stood at the Plexi glass door with both Raheem and 
Shawn. He fumed. Xavier had waited all weekend to have some time with his 
prison boy toy. 

Raheem and Shawn giggled like two little school girls the whole way to the 
supply room. Xavier grew more and more annoyed with each step. He wanted to 
knock Shawn upside his head so that the boy never woke up. Jealousy raged in 
his belly. When the two looked back and smiled it drove Xavier over the edge. 

“What the fuck is wrong with you two?” Xavier asked. “Feel like I’m 
babysitting a pair of fucking preschoolers. Stop with all that damn giggling. Ya’ ll 
are grown ass me. Acct like it.” 

The pair snickered and focused on the walk. Not a word was uttered until they 
finally reached the door to the supply closet. They stepped inside then went to 
the metal gate separating them from a small warehouse worth of basic 
necessities. 

Xavier pressed the list of items into Shawn’s chest and said, “You can get the 
first bin. They’re over there by the fire extinguisher. Fill it up with toilet paper. 
Just toilet paper.” 

Shawn looked from Xavier to Raheem. Confusion covered his young face as 
if he was mentally stuck. He only did as Xavier said once Raheem nodded for 
him to go. Xavier noted how trained the young inmate seemed already. 

“Obviously, you want to talk,” Raheem said once Shawn was out of earshot. 
“What’s on your mind, CO? Go ahead and put words to all those crazy ass 
thoughts running through your head.” 

“Everything is working out,” Xavier said, excitedly. “Officer Marco will be 
getting arrested any minute now. I don’t know how you got those drugs in his 
house but damn. And Bertram’s old ass is taking a leave of absence. You can let 
his wife go. I don’t think his tongue will be wagging to anyone.” 

“Happy shit is good on your end,” Raheem hissed. “The Muslims are 
hounding me over that shit with Abdul. They know all about Abdul paying to 
come fuck you during the riot. They think you the one that killed him.” 

Xavier grabbed Raheem by the shit and pressed him against the wall, “You 
motherfucker! You told them I killed Abdul?” 

Raheem pushed Xavier, hard. “What the fuck?! Why would I do that, hunh? 
Why you tripping? Cause I’m in a cell with that nigga,” Raheem asked, pointing 
in Shawn’s direction. “You need to calm the fuck down. Acting like a jealous 


little bitch right now.” 

“Don’t tell me what to do, inmate. Tell me what you said to the Muslims.” 

“Nothing! I was ready to throw down when they came at me. I aint said a 
word to them niggas. I would have been fucked up if Shawn and June Bug aint 
come to my cell and busted in on they ass.” 

“Why would June Bug do anything to help you?” Xavier asked. Really, he 
wanted to know if Shawn and him were fucking but Xavier knew he had to deal 
with June Bug first. “He’s a Triple Deuce. Last I heard they didn’t like you very 
much.” 

“Seems they don’t like you either, nigga. Motherfucking Twist is supposed to 
be coming out of solitary today. He wants you gone, just like the Muslims. You 
making more and more fucking enemies. Shit is getting dangerous to fuck with 
you.” 

“T’m not worried,” Xavier said smugly. “As long as I get what I want I’m 
fine. So how about you suck my dick right quick. Before your little butt buddy 
comes back.” 

“Bitch, you can suck mine. I’m not in the mood to have dick on my breath. 
Still trying to get rid of the taste of ass.” Raheem grinned and looked over his 
shoulder towards Shawn’s direction. He turned back to Xavier and smiled. 
“What the fuck you waiting for, nigga? Get on your knees and swallow this dick 
before I get mad and say fuck it.” 

Xavier’s jaw tensed. Unbridled lust fed off the contempt Xavier felt. Yet 
again his sexual wants were being stifled. Xavier wanted to be in control. He 
wanted to dictate what type of interaction would occur. He wanted to be the 
aggressor. He wanted to be doing the fucking. 

Raheem walked up to Xavier like a boss. His chest poked out and his dick 
swung heavy against his oranges. He placed his hand on Xavier’s shoulder and 
forced the man down to his knees. It didn’t take much effort. Xavier was eager 
even if he would never admit it. 

The submissive guard reached up and ran his fingers over Raheem’s 
waistband. Raheem smacked his hand away. The belligerent inmate yanked his 
growing manhood from its fabric prison and smacked Xavier across his face 
with it. He did it a second time for good measure. 

Raheem stroked his little soldier to full attention, gripped the back of Xavier’s 
head and shoved his dick as deeply down Xavier’s throat as possible. The guard 
gagged a few times but forced his throat to accommodate Raheem’s thickness. 
Xavier enjoyed every moment of servicing the inmate’s dick. 

“There you go, CO,” Raheem said, sounding out each syllable with each 
thrust. “Suck that dick like it’s the last time you’ll ever taste my shit. Cause it 


just might be.” 

Xavier closed his eyes and sucked the flesh off Raheem’s dick. He bobbed his 
head back and forth, slamming Raheem’s dick head against the wall of his 
throat. Spit foamed at his mouth. He didn’t care. He wanted every inch the thug 
inmate had to offer down his throat. Something very basic and instinctive pushed 
him to a savage place in his heart and mind. 

“Told you this bitch nigga sucked some good, fucking dick,” Raheem said. 
Xavier looked up and saw Shawn leering at the pair. He moved to stand up but 
Raheem’s grip was firm. “Naw, keep your ass right there where you belong. This 
party just getting started.” 

Xavier eyed Shawn as he nursed Raheem’s dick in his soft, wet mouth. His 
own dick had been on lump from tasting Raheem’s long, thick meat. The guard’s 
eyes went wide with lust when Shawn yanked his shirt over his beefy, young 
frame. Xavier hated to admit it but Shawn’s body was definitely on point. All 
that time on the jailhouse blacktop had paid off. 

“Shit,” Shawn hissed. “I aint had my dick sucked on like that in some years, 
dawg. I done forgot how good it feels to have a pair of lips kissing my shit.” 

“Whip that dick out,’ Raheem said, casually. “I’m sure Officer Brown 
wouldn’t mind helping a brother out. I bet he’ll be happy to get you off after he 
sees what you’re little ass is packing.” 

Xavier slurped on Raheem’s dick with singular purpose but his ears perked up 
for the conversation that was obviously for his benefit. He looked up at Shawn 
and their eyes met. The boy looked down at the guard like he was a piece of 
meat. Xavier could only imagine what illicit thoughts raced through the young 
inmate’s perverted mind. 

Shawn stepped beside Raheem, shoulder to shoulder, and reached into his 
oranges. He took his time, first stroking his still clothed dick until it bulged 
teasingly against the fabric. Shawn kept his eyes glued on Xavier as he played 
the role of seducer. Finally, he pulled his waistband down and whipped his dick 
out. 

Xavier stopped mid-suck. He gawked at the heavy meat like it was some 
aberration. Shawn’s dick was just as big as Raheem but it was smoother, 
somehow more physically attractive, if a dick could be considered attractive. 
One thought ran through Xavier’s mind: Damn, he has a pretty fucking dick. 

“Why the fuck you just staring at it nigga? We all know that you want that 
dick in your mouth.” Raheem took Xavier’s head and shoved in towards 
Shawn’s groin. “Suck his dick.” 

Shawn gripped the base of his dick with one hand and aimed it towards 
Xavier’s mouth. He reached down with his other and held the guard by the chin 


as he rubbed the head over Xavier’s lips, wetting them with his precum. The 
inmate bit his bottom lip. He focused on squeezing every drop of natural lube 
from his shaft to smear on Xavier’s lips like gloss. 

Xavier darted his tongue from his mouth, grazing the tip of Shawn’s beautiful 
dick. A soft moan was quickly followed by a horny giggle from the inmate. 
Xavier craved more than the tease Shawn offered. He didn’t simply want a taste. 
He wanted to feast. Xavier needed to devour the sexual tool set before him. 

With one swallow Shawn’s dick in all its glory was halfway down Xavier’s 
mouth. With the skill of a thousand dollar escort, Xavier sucked Shawn’s dick so 
the boy would never forget his lips. He swirled his tongue over the brim of the 
head each time he came up and slammed the fleshy back wall of his throat 
against Shawn’s dick each time he came down. 

“Goddamn, this nigga can suck a motherfucking dick!” 

Raheem looked down at Xavier. His chest heaved, seeing the man down on 
his knees sucking a prisoner’s dick like a slut in a back alley. That moment 
reminded Raheem that it didn’t matter if a man walked these walls in oranges or 
a uniform. Every man had his addiction and would always be a slave to getting 
his next fix. Raheem reached out and dragged his finger tips over Xavier’s ear 
ever so lightly. 

Confusion covered the guard’s face. Still, it didn’t stop him from sucking the 
color off Shawn’s dick. He eyed Raheem as the inmate slowly circled behind 
Shawn and eased down to his knees. Xavier couldn’t see Raheem but he was 
sure the man was face to face with Shawn’s plump, muscular ass. When the 
inmate’s dick jumped in his mouth and a moan laced with muffled curses slipped 
over his tongue, Xavier knew exactly what Raheem was doing. Once, he had felt 
that same pleasure. 

Shawn clenched his eyes shut. His pleasure receptors went crazy. Officer 
Brown was working his dick like it was a golden lollipop and Raheem poked and 
prodded at Shawn’s hole like he was giving him a physical but the kind that 
appeared on porn sites. His massive hands rested on both their heads, urging 
them to keep doing what they were doing. 

Raheem pried Shawn’s massive, muscular cheeks apart and forced his tongue 
as deeply inside the boy’s guts as possible. His nails burrowed into Shawn’s 
flesh, clawing to gain better access. Knowing that Xavier was on the other side, 
sucking Shawn’s pretty meat, wanting more, only spurred Raheem’s lustful 
madness. 

The three of them moved like a well oiled machine and Shawn was the cog 
that made everything turn round and round. Raheem would plunge his tongue 
through Shawn’s tightness and push him into Xavier’s waiting mouth. It was like 


clockwork until Raheem stood up. 

Shawn let out a sigh of relief. As pleasurable as having Raheem tongue fuck 
him, it was just as agonizing. The sheer overload of physical sensation so 
focused on one sensitive spot had the boy’s knees damn near buckling. He 
looked back over his shoulder and smiled at Raheem. It surprised him when his 
cellmate not only lustily smiled back but leaned in for a deep, slow kiss, tongue 
and all. 

Raheem devoured Shawn’s mouth. He knew Xavier was watching. Wanting 
and wishing it was him instead of Shawn getting all the attention. Raheem 
dragged his finger tips down the small of Shawn’s back. He drew circles at the 
point where Shawn ass crack began. Slowly, he slipped his digits between the 
tasty mounds and found Shawn’s spit covered hole. 

Shawn let out a hearty groan when Raheem’s finger pushed inside of him. His 
dick strained against the roof of Xavier’s mouth. He leaned forward, gripped the 
guard by his shoulders, trying to take the second and then third finger in his hole 
like a man. His body only allowed Raheem such quick access because Xavier 
was countering the pain with the joys of his mouth and throat. 

“You want to feel this dick, baby?” Raheem asked. His voice was deep and 
harsh. It sent waves of anticipation up and down Shawn’s body. Xavier only felt 
a tinge of jealousy. “I want to feel those tight, juicy walls grip my dick while I 
stroke your ass until your whole fucking body goes numb. You think you can 
handle that shit? You already know how I get when I’m up in that booty.” 

A haze of desire clouded Shawn’s eyes. He nodded his head enthusiastically 
as he gripped Xavier by the shoulder and pushed his dick down the guard’s 
throat, gagging him. Shawn bit at his bottom lip when he felt Raheem graze his 
finger tip across his swollen prostate. He arched his ass towards Raheem and 
looked at the man over his shoulder. 

“Fuck me. Do it right now. Just fuck the shit out of this ass and you better not 
hold back.” 

Raheem’s nostrils flared. His heart slammed against his ribs. Raheem was lost 
in a daze of sexual hunger. He quickly snapped from the momentary lapse and 
spit on his dick over and over again until it was slimy and dripping wet. Raheem 
lined his stiff pole with Shawn’s hole and pressed forward. There was no easing 
in slowly. Gentle was no longer in his vocabulary. 

Shawn moaned out in pain as Raheem’s monster slicked its way into his 
bowels with little resistance. Thick inches impaled the young inmate’s hot hole 
as his hips smashed into Xavier’s face. The guard was still sucking like a pro 
while Raheem was laying the foundation for a mind blowing dick down. 

“Slow down, nigga. That shit is too fucking big to be shoving in like I aint got 


no damn walls. You trying to kill a nigga.” 

“Naw,” Raheem hummed. “I’m just trying to bust it wide open right quick. I 
want to feel that ass squeeze on my dick when you nut down that slut’s throat. 
I’m going to tell you right now, I’m not going to last long.” Raheem made his 
dick jump inside of Shawn. “Your ass got my shit throbbing. Go ahead and push 
back on this dick. Pull this nutt from my balls, nigga.” 

Shawn clenched his jaw shut and slowly moved his hips forward, pushing his 
dick deeper in Xavier’s hot mouth. Then, even more slowly, he pushed his ass 
back against Raheem, taking every inch of his cellmate’s dick this time. After a 
while, he caught a rhythm. Shawn fucked himself on Raheem’s dick and stroked 
Xavier’s mouth without restraint. 

There was no more pain. It had melted away into a constant throbbing of 
pleasure heating Shawn’s open hole. His hole swallowed and gushed for 
Raheem’s dick. Moments where Shawn thought he couldn’t take anymore, all he 
had to do was push back a little more and feel that dick press against his second 
hole, and all doubt was gone. 

Sounds of flesh smacking and sloppy dick sucking filled the large storage 
room. Shawn was the center of the action and he set the pace. The young inmate 
tempted climatic release over and over again. It was right there, in his reach but 
he couldn’t touch it. 

Raheem looked down at his dick disappearing and reappearing in and out of 
Shawn’s hole. His dick was slick with ass juices, precum and spit. The sight 
alone could make the man bust a nutt right then and there. But the visual wasn’t 
enough for Raheem. He liked being in control. The physical pleasure was an 
added bonus to the euphoric feeling that having complete domination offered. 

Raheem gripped Shawn by his sweaty hips and simply fucked the shit out of 
him. Orgasm came swift and hard. Raheem taking control was exactly what 
Shawn needed to cross the orgasmic threshold. His dick hardened and squirted 
watery shots of sweet nectar down Xavier’s abused throat. Raheem came at the 
same time. His cum dribbled from his dick and lightly coated Shawn’s walls. It 
was the third load Raheem had dropped in Shawn’s ass since they’d moved into 
a cell together. There may not have been much cum but the orgasm still felt 
amazing. 

Raheem pulled his cum and ass juice covered dick from Shawn’s flesh. He 
nudged his cellmate to the side and stood in front of Xavier. Part of him wanted 
to deny the guard the satisfaction of getting off but he couldn’t be that cruel. 
There was still something about the man that Raheem couldn’t knock. 

“Jack off while you clean my dick with your tongue,” Raheem said. He made 
his meat jump, bumping against Xavier’s chin. “I want my shit shining when 


you’re done.” 

Shawn stepped back and watched the guard slurp up the spit, cum and ass 
juices from Raheem’s still hard dick. His hand moved with instinct. He reached 
down, stroking his dick with carnal intent. What he was watching turn him on in 
ways he’d never experienced. 

Xavier beat his dick furiously, running his tongue over Raheem’s pole. He 
tasted the rawness of illicit sex on the inmate’s dick. It stunk of ass and cum. 
Xavier tried to pace himself but a frenzy had taken control over him. Licking 
quickly turned to sucking. He came in his hands so fast that his body tightened to 
the point of pain. 

Raheem pulled his meat from Xavier’s oral grip and looked over at Shawn. 
“That’s three or four for you?” Shawn only smiled. He bit his bottom lip and 
squeezed the cum from his dick. “Go ahead and finish getting the shit so we can 
bounce. I need to play some ball before they lock us back down.” 

Shawn nodded. He tucked his manhood back in his oranges and went back to 
work. His gaze lingered on Xavier and Raheem. It was damn near impossible to 
pull his eyes away. Only when he was deep in the storage room did he stop 
watching the pair. 

“You owe me some ass,” Xavier said, plainly. “That shit was hot but you 
know what I want.” 

“Be patient, nigga.” Raheem fixed his clothes and shook his head. “Ol’ 
unappreciative ass. Imagine all the shit the three of us can get into. I would have 
thought you’d be happy to add a third wheel to this fucking train.” 

Xavier stood up, wiping cum from the comers of his mouth, and said, “I don’t 
trust that boy.” 

“You don’t trust him? Why? Because he got this dick instead of you? I’m not 
a piece of meat that you can toy with whenever you want. You not the only one 
that gets the dick. That shit should be clear by now.” 

“You still talking about sex. I’m talking about his ass stabbing you in the 
back. Did you stop and wonder why June Bug and his ass were so close?” 

Raheem frowned. “They not. I already told you what happened in the cell 
with the Muslims. June Bug followed behind Shawn because the nigga wants me 
to help him and Twist. Them niggas still want to go after Gustavo and the 
Spanish Disciples. Shit is a never ending fucking feud.” 

“That dude is playing you, Raheem. So is June Bug.” 

“How you figure? When shit was going down and I was about to get my face 
beat the fuck in because you killed Abdul them niggas was there. Throwing 
down like we all been boys for years. You weren’t there to help. They was.” 

“June Bug slipped a note to a guard in the Investigative Unit accusing me of 


having sex with an inmate. Why would that nigga do that right before coming to 
save you?” 

Raheem stared at Xavier, thinking. The shit did sound off. But then again it 
was coming from Xavier’s manipulative ass. Either he was being honest or he 
was trying to drive a wedge between him and Shawn. Either way, Raheem knew 
he had to tread carefully. 

“So what you want me to do?” Raheem asked. “June Bug wants me on his 
squad when they go after those Spanish fucks and Shawn is locked up in a cell 
with me eighteen hours out the day. I’m too exposed to make any fucking 
moves.” 

“T want you to trust me for once. I know you don’t like being told what to do, 
especially by me. But you can’t ever say I didn’t have your back. Everything I 
do, I do it for your ass. I don’t give a fuck about Patterson, June Bug or Shawn. 
I’m here for you.” 

“That’s the shit that has me worried. You can’t be in this for me. I’m locked 
up, nigga. I’m a fucking prisoner. And even if I did entertain some faggot 
relationship type shit, aint much we could do besides sneak off and fuck once in 
a while.” 

“T want your loyalty. I want your trust. I want you. Give me that and you can 
have whatever or whoever. I don’t care.” 

Raheem looked at Xavier and scratched his head. What the man was saying 
had him tripping. But it wasn’t just the CO’s words. For a brief second Raheem 
wanted to say that he would give Xavier everything he wanted. That faint voice 
that whispered in his ear since he first laid eyes on the guard got a little louder. 

“Help me deal with this shit with the Muslims,” Raheem finally said. He 
couldn’t bring himself to say what he knew Xavier wanted to hear. “And get rid 
of Twist. I’ll take care of June Bug. That’s all I can promise.” 

Xavier frowned. A look of defeat covered his face. “Do you trust Shawn?” 

“Come on man, don’t start with that shit again.” 

“Tf you trust the boy let me use him to deal with June Bug. If he has no ties to 
the dude then he won’t hesitate to do what needs to be done. You claim he’ll do 
anything to protect you. Let him prove it.” 

“Fine. But you can’t make him kill no one. There’s enough blood our hands. 
He’s not that type of dude. Won’t be right to make him a killer when he’s in 
prison.” 

Xavier nodded. A plan was already forming in his mind. He and Raheem 
stood there in silence until Shawn came back with all the supplies for the unit. 
The guard saw the worried look on Raheem’s face when he looked at Shawn. It 
didn’t matter. The boy would be gone soon enough. 


The prisoners bum rushed the supply bin the moment Shawn pushed in from 
the Plexi Glass holding them inside. Xavier shook his head and went to the 
command station. He’d given up on trying to divvy up goods a week after he 
started working. Being equitable only lasted when a guard was around. The 
inmates that wanted something would just take it later. Letting them delve into 
the evolutionary fact of survival of the fittest actually minimize altercations later 
on. 

“Did I miss anything,” Xavier asked. 

Marco shrugged and thumbed through the Sports section of the paper. The 
new guy was nose deep in paper work that Xavier was sure Marco’s lazy ass 
shoved onto him. The veteran guard had tried that same shit on Xavier the first 
day as a type of initiation. It didn’t fly. 

Xavier took half the stack of work from the man’s pile and went to work. He 
offered Xavier a small smile of gratitude. Xavier simply nodded. He still wasn’t 
there to make friends but he wasn’t about to shirk his responsibilities. There had 
to be balance. And Marco was going to get his fair share soon. 

An hour went by before Xavier looked up from the work before him. Officer 
Carter, a blonde trailer park looking woman, came into the unit with Twist. He 
looked angry as Hell and it was obvious as day who that rage had been directed 
towards. 

After Carter turned in the paperwork for Twist she looked to Marco and said, 
“T need Daryl Blalock. He had put in a request to see a nurse.” 

Marco passed the woman the sign-out form and called June Bug over the 
intercom. Xavier stared at Carter. He knew all about her dealings with Raheem. 
Now, he was more sure than ever that she had a craving for black dick and June 
Bug was her next victim. It was time to make some moves and start the 
destruction of June Bug. 

Xavier picked up the phone and called his boy over in the Investigative Unit. 
The conversation was short. He tipped him off about Carter and June Bug. 
Xavier prayed that he was right about the two of them. Having June Bug caught 
up in a sex scandal with a guard would be the best way to discredit him and his 
accusation against Xavier. 

No more than ten minutes had passed when a half dozen Sheriffs came 
charging in the unit. They rushed Marco and cuffed the man on the spot, reading 
him his rights. Xavier struggled, trying to look as shocked as a fellow officer 
should be. He smiled from ear to ear on the inside. Patterson was at the Plexi 
glass door and gave his signal to lock the unit down. 

Xavier got on the intercom and told all the inmates to go to their cells. 
Patterson was gone before the last inmate made it back to the cell. Xavier didn’t 


miss the little interaction between Raheem and Dee Dee. He prayed the boy 
wasn’t getting soft on the prag. The last thing Raheem or Xavier needed was for 
folks to start thinking the inmate was sweet. 

Calm settled over the unit. Usually, Xavier enjoyed the silence. But right now, 
it only highlighted the wait. He stared at the phone, waiting for his boy in the 
investigative unit to call him back with the good news. 

Xavier had everything planned out. He’d take out June Bug and Shawn in one 
fatal blow. All he needed was to have June Bug locked up in solitary. Patience 
wasn’t an attribute Xavier had. He got up and told the other guard he was taking 
a break. He radioed for someone to cover. 

As soon as his replacement came, Xavier was on his way to the solitary unit. 
He needed to pay Gustavo a visit. Convincing the man to do what needed to be 
done wasn’t going to be easy. He needed some type of leverage. Xavier knocked 
on the inmate’s cell and peaked in on Gustavo, naked as the day he was born. 

“Tired of being in solitary yet,” he asked as soon as he opened the door. 
“Looks like you’re not getting any sleep.” 

“You think the shit is funny, don’t you? You and your little bitch Raheem 
playing me for a dumb fucking Spic. Holding that video over my head to help 
ya'll fuck over that CO, Marco. We had a deal, motherfucker.” 

“And you fucked Raheem more than a few times,” Xavier said. He didn’t 
want to give away the fact that he had no idea about a video. But now, he was 
beginning to understand why Raheem had asked for the phone. “The shit wasn’t 
going to last forever. And you got the money in your commissary. Besides, you 
wanted to kill Brady anyways. You and your boys run all the drugs and shit on 
the block.” 

“Don’t do me no damn good with me sitting in this bitch and your fuck buddy 
holding that video. You know what happens to a Spanish Disciple that fucks 
another man?” 

“T don’t but I’d imagine it’s not pretty,” Xavier said. He grinned as he kneeled 
down in front of the inmate. “I need you to do one more thing for me and I can 
get you out of this cell and have that phone in your hand before last count.” 

“Fuck that! Raheem said he’d give me the phone after I took care of that 
Marco shit for your ass. Now ya’ll trying to pull some more games on me. You 
pushing it, nigga.” 

“Just one more job. And I’m sure you won’t mind doing it.” 

Gustavo looked up at Xavier suspiciously as the guard explained what he 
wanted him to do. It took some haggling and a promise to give up some ass but 
Xavier convinced the Latin thug to do as he said. Everything was falling right 
into place. 


Xavier went to his connect at dispatch and got Gustavo out of solitary. It 
wasn’t hard considering that Officer Marco was now under investigation. Plus, 
Gustavo didn’t actually attack the man. He verbally accosted someone who he 
believed killed his cousin. It didn’t matter that he had wanted Javier dead 
because no one besides Xavier and Raheem knew the truth. 

When Xavier made it back to the unit, the guards told him that Patterson said 
the inmates could come off locked once he got back. He set the paperwork for 
Gustavo down and saw that June Bug had been brought back to the unit. 

Xavier escorted Gustavo up to his cell and said, “June Bug is back on the 
block. He’s not in solitary like I thought. You have to do it here.” 

Gustavo shook his head. “You trying to get me caught with a murder charge.” 

“Make it happen or your gangbanger friends will see that video.” 

The Spanish Disciple didn’t utter another word. He went to his cell and 
Xavier went back to the command post. He waited a few minutes, giving 
Gustavo time to get his weapon of choice ready, before letting the men out. 

Inmates poured out of their cells the moment the locks clicked open. Like any 
other day they went for the newspapers, dominoes and chess boards. Others 
headed out to the yard to play ball or work out. Everything was running like 
clockwork. Xavier sat back in his chair, smiling, thinking about how things 
would finally come to an end. He stood up and headed to Raheem and Shawn’s 
cell. 

“Time to prove your worth,” Xavier said. “You’re going to beat June Bug 
down with Gustavo. Make him regret ever running his fucking mouth.” 

Raheem frowned. “When did that crazy fucker get out of solitary? You can’t 
trust his ass. He’ll do some bogus shit and get us all fucked up.” 

“T need you to trust me, Raheem. I got this all taken care of, okay?” 

“Whatever. I’m going with Shawn to make sure everything runs smoothly.” 

“T need you to go and get rid of June Bug’s cellmate. You two play ball 
sometimes. Get him out on the court so June Bug will be alone. Nothing bad is 
going to happen.” 

Raheem shook his head. “Shit don’t feel right.” 

“Tt doesn’t need to feel right. Do what I say and everything will work out.” 

Raheem stood up and reluctantly left the cell. Xavier looked back at Shawn. 

“Hope you don’t bitch up and back out. Raheem said you would ride for him. 
June Bug is trying to fuck him over. He needs to be dealt with.” 

“Chill with that shit, shawty. I aint no bitch nigga. He done already told me 
what’s going down. I’!I handle that shit for him, not you.” 

Xavier grinned and backed out of the cell. He stood at the tier for a moment, 
scanning his surroundings. He caught sight of Raheem heading to June Bug’s 


cell. The prison fag, Dee Dee, ran into him. They exchanged words but Raheem 
was quickly back on track to busy June Bug’s cellmate. Xavier watched Dee Dee 
for a moment, wondering if the he-she was going to be a problem. 

When Gustavo came from his cell Xavier nodded towards him, signaling that 
he had a green light. Gustavo walked over to the tier, four cells down from June 
Bugs. Xavier tapped on Shawn’s cell and headed back to the command station. 

All his little soldier were doing their duty. Now, all Xavier had to do was sit 
back and watch. His heart raced from excitement when he saw Raheem leave 
June Bug’s cell with his cellmate. Gustavo and Shawn quickly moved towards 
the cell. Xavier couldn’t help but grin. 

A few minutes went by. Xavier was sure the deed had been done. He stood up 
and started walking towards the yard. Watching Raheem run up and down the 
court with his shirt off would be icing on the cake. But before he could make it 
to the door leading outside, he caught a glimpse of one of the Spanish Disciples 
walking towards June Bug’s cell, a little too fast for comfort. 

The tatted gangster pushed into the cell. Xavier was stuck. There wasn’t 
anything he could do. He hoped that the man was working under the direction of 
Gustavo but something deep in the guard’s gut said that it wasn’t the case. 

Five whole minutes went by before there was any movement. When the door 
opened, Xavier was shocked. Shawn emerged, unscathed, from the planned 
death trap. After him came the Spanish Disciple. Gustavo never came out of the 
cell. 

Shawn’s eyes met Xavier’s from across the block. Anger burned in his pupils. 
He rounded the tier and trotted down the stairs. Xavier gripped his pepper spray 
as the enraged inmate came towards him like a bull that only saw red. 

Shawn didn’t attack Xavier. Instead, he stopped in front of the guard, looked 
him up and down and simply shook his head. It was a message that required no 
words. Xavier had tried to get the boy killed and it hadn’t worked. 

Xavier watched, hopelessly, as Shawn stepped outside on the yard. He walked 
straight to the court where Raheem was playing ball. The object of Xavier’s 
infatuation saw the boy and passed the ball. He almost ran to him. 

Everything had fallen apart. Shawn was still alive and was probably going to 
tell Raheem that Xavier had tried to get him killed. There was no coming back 
from the deceit. Raheem would want blood. 

Xavier watched the pair. He couldn’t hear what they were saying but he saw 
Shawn’s lips run a hundred miles a minute. After he was done talking the 
expression of Raheem’s face made Xavier’s heart drop. It was only topped when 
Raheem looked over at Xavier. 

Pure hatred radiated from the inmate’s face. Raheem’s fists balled and his 


chest heaved with anger. The message was clear: Xavier was a dead man. 


Chasing the Dragon 


“He tried to have me killed,” Shawn yelled. He paced back and forth in the 
cramp cell, his fists balled ready to hit something, anything. “That motherfucker 
is dead. I swear to God his ass is mine. I promise you that shit!” 

Raheem looked up from his hands and watched Shawn fume with anger and 
thoughts of retribution. He couldn’t blame the young inmate for feeling how he 
felt. After hearing what had went down in June Bug’s cell, he would have felt 
the same way if it were him. Nothing went down how it was supposed to, or at 
least how Xavier said it would. 

Something deep in Raheem’s spirit knew the plan hatched by Xavier was 
tinged with the ugly, sloppiness of treachery. He had hoped the guard wouldn’t 
have played his cards so recklessly but Raheem wasn’t at all surprised. He feared 
how zealously Xavier desired him. Now, it was painfully obvious that anyone 
that seemed to take Raheem’s attention was considered a threat. 

“Are you sure Gustavo didn’t just come for you because he wanted you 
dead?” Raheem offered. The question tasted sour in his mouth. “I’m saying, I 
know Xavier didn’t like you to begin with but trying to get you killed is bold as 
fuck, even for him.” 

Shawn stopped and looked at Raheem like he was a fool in a royal court. 
“You fucking serious, nigga? I just told you what the fuck happened. Gustavo 
had June Bug in a choke-hold and I was pounding his body. I know I broke a rib 
or two. When the dude passed out, Gustavo let him fall to the ground. He pulled 
out a shank and came for me.” 

“Damn,” Raheem said, rubbing his head in disbelief. “How did you get away? 
That motherfucker is big as shit. If he wanted you dead you wouldn’t standing be 
here.” 

“One of those Spanish fuckers came in while me and Gustavo were tussling 
with the shank. Nigga had the shit to my throat. I saw that fucker come in and 
knew it was over. Saw my fucking life flash right before my eyes. I thought he 
was coming to make sure Gustavo didn’t need help. Then he pulled out a shank 
and stabbed that Spic in the back like three times. Shit was brutal.” 

“Why didn’t he come for you?” Raheem asked. Something wasn’t adding up. 
No Spanish Disciple would walk away from a chance to knock off one of the 


brothas, Triple Deuce or not. “He could have killed you and June Bug after 
shanking Gustavo.” 

Shawn shrugged, annoyed by the question. “How the fuck am I supposed to 
know? I was too busy trying to live. I held my hands up and kept saying I aint 
see shit. I walked out that bitch as quick as I could. Hell, he may have killed 
June Bug. That nigga was out cold on the ground.” 

Raheem only nodded. He had nothing else to ask. There was no need to upset 
Shawn any further. Taking him at his word was the only thing Raheem could do. 
He wasn’t in the cell when everything went down. The only thing he knew for 
sure was that the second Spanish Disciple that killed Gustavo was in that cell 
with Shawn because of him. 

Before he went out to the yard he told Dee Dee to pass the cell phone to one 
of the old Spanish Disciples. The man had sent a foot soldier to take Gustavo out 
just like Raheem had planned from the get go. He was just happy that the man 
killed the Spanish prick before he could cut into Shawn. 

“So what the fuck we going to do, hunh?” Shawn looked at Raheem 
expectantly. “We can’t let that nigga try me like a bitch and just get away with it. 
He knows that he fucked up. You saw the way he looked when I came up to you 
on the court. Nigga is guilty as sin.” 

“You need to calm down. Aint shit we can do right now, anyways. The whole 
fucking prison is on lock down. We might be stuck in this bitch for a couple of 
days. Too many niggas getting killed and shit.” 

“Fine. So let’s think of a way to take out that fucking guard while we 
twiddling our thumbs up in this bitch. Just tell me you got my back. Like I got 
yours.” 

Raheem looked up at Shawn, knowing what the boy wanted to hear. He only 
wished he had gone to the cell with the boy. Committing to taking out a guard 
was one thing. Making that promise against Xavier, especially with not knowing 
exactly what all went down was another. He knew Xavier was bat shit crazy 
about him but hoped that he wasn’t completely insane. Still, Raheem was stuck 
in a cell with Shawn, not Xavier. 

“T got you,” he finally answered. “We’II take care of this. I promise you that.” 

Shawn pounded his fist in his hand and nodded his approval. Raheem could 
see the plots of revenge sparking flames in the young inmate’s eyes. He wanted 
blood and demanded Raheem’s full and unfettered commitment. 

Raheem jumped up on the top bunk and laid back. He looked at the white 
paint peeling from the concrete ceiling wondering why Xavier had fucked up so 
horribly. Hadn’t enough people died because of them? Was there really a need 
for more bloodshed? He’d already told Xavier that adding Shawn to their little 


prison fuck fest would be more exciting. Was the guard so infatuated with 
Raheem that he couldn’t let anyone near him? 

Question after question burned in Raheem’s mind. The answers were plain as 
day. Xavier had proved over and over again with his actions how near-sighted he 
was in regards to his and Raheem’s relationship. If anyone else was involved, 
they quickly were taken care of. For the first time, Raheem wondered if he 
would one day be on the receiving end of Xavier’s wrath. 

“You can’t worry about that fucking hack,” Shawn said. He walked over to 
Raheem’s bunk and laid his arms on the thin mattress. “He’s a guard. He’s not 
one of us. That nigga is here to make our lives worse. And that motherfucker in 
particular has done everything in his power to isolate your ass. You have to see 
it.” 

“You’re right,” Raheem replied, not even arguing the point. “He’s the one that 
killed Abdul. I’m not saying that he didn’t have reason to, but the nigga aint 
have to take the man’s life. Maybe he took the opportunity to get rid of him. I 
don’t know. Now, from what you said, he was trying to take you from me.” 

“And I got away.” Shawn reached up and gripped Raheem’s thigh. He stroked 
it thoughtfully. “I’m not going anywhere, my dude. Not even that crazy fuck can 
take me away from you.” 

Raheem smiled. “You sound like we married or some shit.” 

“Naw. I aint got shit twisted like that, shawty. We just two niggas in a fucked 
up situation trying to make the days a little easier. I aint no prison bitch and I’m 
not trying to be your wife. So relax and get that shit from your twisted little 
head.” 

“And what if I wanted you to be my prison bitch,” Raheem asked. A devious 
grin curled his thick lips. “Bend that ass over and tear up that hole whenever I 
wanted. Make your thick ass scream my name so loudly them niggas in solitary 
can’t help but to beat off to the sound of us fucking.” 

Shawn grinned. “You trying to get my dick hard? I’m still mad about that 
scab ass guard.” 

“Stop worrying about that nigga for a minute and answer my question.” 

“T’ll be that nigga you fuck with on the regular, no strings attached,” Shawn 
replied, coyly. “But I’m not no man’s bitch. I’m a nigga just like you. Aint got a 
hint of sissy in my ass.” 

“Shiiiit, ’'d bring that bitch out with this dick.” 

Shawn smirked. He reached up and playfully slapped Raheem on the chin. He 
backed away, bouncing on the balls of his feet with his fists in the air. It was 
definitely a challenge. He motioned Raheem to get down and square up with 
him. 


“Go ahead with that shit. You got me by about fifty pounds. Shit not even 
fair.” 

“Oh, so now you bitching up? Thought you was a man. Talking all that big 
boy shit just a minute ago. Can’t back it up? Grow a pair, motherfucker.” 

Raheem laughed. “You big niggas always trying to box or wrestle. I can’t get 
with that shit. Playing with grown ass men always leads to something serious. A 
nigga get you with one good lick and you ready to throw down like niggas 
beefing in the streets. I’m good.” 

Shawn sucked his teeth and frowned. He stampeded towards Raheem, 
gripped him by the shirt with one hand the pant leg with other and pulled him 
down from the bunk. Raheem stumbled a little but landed on his feet. He looked 
at Shawn like he was crazy but the boy still had a playful smile on his face. 

“You better put your hands up before I bruise up that pretty fucking face,” 
Shawn warned. “You know that mug is how you get all these niggas twisted, 
wanting your black ass.” 

“Fuck you, nigga. Besides, it’s the tats, dreads and this dick that these hoes be 
craving. Get that shit right. Aint shit on me pretty.” 

“T bet that booty is what gets them niggas hooked, too. Something tells me 
your midnight black ass got some fiyah ass.” 

“You’ll never know, nigga. I don’t get fucked.” 

Shawn narrowed his gaze and out of nowhere, bum rushed Raheem. His 
hands were quick and lethal. He was only slap boxing but Raheem felt the 
burning sting of each blow against his face and forearms. The boy was strong as 
fuck. That much was obvious. 

Raheem tempered his anger. He didn’t like playing with grown ass men but 
Shawn obviously needed to get some steam off after what happened in June 
Bug’s cell. All that pent up aggression had to go somewhere. Raheem figured he 
could indulge his cellmate if only to lighten the mood. 

The two of them squared off in the small cell, circling each other like 
professional boxers. Shawn came in for a second pass but was quickly rebuffed 
by a hard backhand to the gut. He bounced back on his heels, doubled over. He 
looked up with a smile on his face. Shawn’s hands were back in the air by the 
time he took a third deep breath. 

Shawn and Raheem went tit for tat for a good ten minutes. Both had worked 
up a nice sweat and had taken off their shirts. The small cell had heated up from 
all the movement. Still, they play boxed, taking full advantage of the impromptu 
physical exertion. 

Shawn came in again but was met with a double blow to the face. This time, 
instead of recovering and resetting, he lunged forward and grabbed Raheem’s 


slim frame in a bear hug. Their hot, sweaty flesh pressed against one another’s. 
Raheem playfully pushed away but Shawn’s bulky biceps and firm forearms 
only tightened. 

“Kiss me, nigga,” Shawn ordered. “Kiss me like you did in the storage room 
but like you mean it this time. Not like you trying to make another nigga 
jealous.” 

“Chill, Shawn,” Raheem groaned. “Stop playing and let me go.” 

Shawn’s nostrils flared in frustration. He didn’t let Raheem go. His grip only 
tightened. Shawn leaned forward and pressed his face into Raheem’s slick, tatted 
neck. His tongue ran up from the inmate’s collar bone to the back of his ear, 
tasting the salty nectar perspiring from Raheem’s flesh. Then, his lips formed a 
wide ‘O’ and sucked, hard. 

Raheem pushed, trying to loosen the boy’s grip but it was no use. The 
moment he stopped trying to get away was the moment his body responded to 
being manhandled. Shawn’s teeth, lips and tongue wrecked havoc on the nerves 
attached to Raheem’s ravished flesh. His mouth both tickled and titillated 
Raheem’s senses. His manhood unwittingly stirred in his oranges. 

“Damn. There goes my little buddy,” Shawn growled between soft bites and 
hard sucks. “I think I may have found your spot, nigga.” 

“If you don’t let me go I’m going to beat your ass,” Raheem responded, not 
feeling entirely comfortable with where things were going. Not being in control 
bothered him. “I’m not playing with you, nigga. Get off me!” 

Shawn ignored him. He didn’t care about any threat Raheem made. 
Instinctive need gripped Shawn as tightly as the prisoner held on to his cellmate. 
Space and time didn’t matter. All the drama and bullshit had taken a backseat to 
what was going on right then and there. Only one thing was on Shawn’s mind. 

His massive hand slid down Raheem’s sweat slickened back, pressing down 
on the small of the slender prisoner’s back. Blood rushed from Shawn’s head to 
his thickening dick. It throbbed harder and faster as his fingers slipped between 
Raheem’s small, firm ass cheeks. 

Raheem’s protest drowned in the moans and groans that Shawn forced from 
his body. He could only hear the rapid beating of his and Shawn’s heart, both 
pounding in an illicit rhythm. Their bodies were as one, flexing and gyrating to 
some ancient, primal beat. Fear teased at the man’s senses. He didn’t know 
where things were heading but it didn’t stop him. 

Shawn felt the willingness radiate from Raheem’s body. Gone was the fight. 
Raheem was his to do with as he pleased. Shawn pulled back just enough to look 
him in the eyes. Burning lust reflected back at him. Seeing what he saw took 
Shawn’s breath away. Possessed, he leaned in and pressed his lips against 


Raheem’s, violent and hard. 

Their tongues wrestled back and forth to each other’s mouth. The nigga in 
each of them wouldn’t let the other take the lead. Two grown ass men, hardened 
by the trials and tribulations of doing time behind bars, stood, embraced and 
fought for control over a kiss. 

Shawn didn’t relent. He had the advantage of holding the smaller Raheem in 
his massive arms. He burrowed his fingers deeper between Raheem’s ass cheeks 
until he grazed against the man’s smooth, chocolate rosebud. Shawn didn’t give 
his cellmate a chance to consider what was about to happen. He shoved his 
broad, rigid thumb up Raheem’s sweaty hole. 

Raheem cried out in pain in Shawn’s mouth. He went to his tippy toes, 
pressing his body harder against Shawn’s. He tried to run for a moment. But 
when he realized he had nowhere to go, his eyes shot open and he stared at 
Shawn with pure malice. Their lips still brushed against one another. Raheem’s 
eye twitched. Slowly, he bore his teeth and bit down harder and harder on 
Shawn’s bottom lip. 

Shawn tasted his own blood in his mouth. He didn’t care. Feeling the smooth 
walls of Raheem’s insides was worth a little blood. He was sure that other men 
had paid a more costly price to gain access to the prize. Shawn pressed deeper 
and deeper until he felt the bulge of Raheem’s prostate. 

“Damn, you feel so fucking good,” Shawn growled. “Got my dick straight on 
brick. You goin’ to let me play in that hole, nigga? Shit feels ready for this dick.” 

Raheem’s body twisted, both pulling and pushing at Shawn. His mind 
struggled with what Shawn was asking. Taking another dick after what all 
happened with Gustavo wasn’t something he’d planned on doing. Part of it was 
the fact that he’d bartered his ass on a bogus deal. But the part that truly 
bothered Raheem was that some small part of him liked taking Gustavo’s thick 
dick on the cold, hard cement floor of the solitary cell. 

“You not fucking me, Shawn,” Raheem protested. “Now stop all this playing 
shit and put me down. Seriously, you going to make me fuck you up.” 

“Stop acting like you don’t want the dick. I can feel your ass clenching my 
finger, hungry for this meat. Stop acting like the shit will make you less of a 
man. We both men. And we both like fucking ass. So wassup?” 

“Fuck that, I’m not—” 

Shawn didn’t wait for the words. He spun Raheem around in his massive 
arms until his chest pressed against the middle of Raheem’s back. It was so fast, 
Raheem thought he’d get whiplash. Then the wall came rushing at his face. 
Shawn pressed him against the cement, crushing Raheem’s body with his weight 
and strength. 


The sound of Shawn spitting in his hand sent chills of unbridled anticipation 
running up and down Raheem’s body. He clawed at the wall, trying to push off, 
but he was stuck between a rock and a hard nigga. Shawn wasn’t about to let him 
go anywhere. Not until he got what he wanted. 

“Don’t fight me. You know you want this shit. I can tell you do. Be easier if 
you just fuck with it and try to enjoy this dick. Make your hard ass fall in love.” 

Raheem didn’t have time for words. He could feel Shawn’s manhood angrily 
poke at his hole, demanding access. Raheem jerked and twisted. He tried 
throwing his head back to head butt Shawn but it didn’t work. The inmate only 
caught air. Shawn’s head was nestled against Raheem’s shoulders, putting so 
much pressure on the inmate it was hard to breathe. 

Pain shot from Raheem’s ass to the tips of every nerve ending in his body 
when the broad tip of Shawn’s dick pierced his insides. His breath caught in his 
throat. There was no point in fighting. Raheem’s body just went limp. Even 
having his ass stretch unnaturally wide to accommodate Shawn’s dick didn’t 
register. Numbing pleasure molested Raheem’s body. Dueling pleasure and pain 
yoked his sinewy frame. 

Raheem had never sought out dick. Ass hungry niggas would come hunting 
for him. The actual physical process wasn’t the main issue. Sure, the inmate 
hated how it felt, like a shit being pushed back in, but there was more. Being on 
the receptive end meant relinquishing power and control. In prison, those were 
two things that a man never gave up. 

Shawn plunged his dick balls deep in Raheem’s gut and said, “Tell me how 
this dick feels. You feel my shit throbbing inside you? Don’t act like you don’t 
like this shit. I know you, nigga. I know you better than you know yourself. Now 
tell me what the fuck I want to hear.” 

“Tt feels good,” Raheem whispered. He hated that he’d said the words let 
alone thought them. “The dick feels good. Now fuck me.” 

“Hmmm, so does this ass.” Shawn sucked in a deep breath through clenched 
teeth. He reached down, held Raheem’s ass close to his groin and stepped back 
from the cold, hard wall. “Now throw that ass back and take this dick like you 
mean it.” 

Gone was the unrelenting muscle that had held Raheem down. He could have 
gotten away and fought back. He wasn’t stuck. Not physically. A deeper desire 
pulled at Raheem. His ass clenched and throbbed on Shawn’s dick. It was so 
damn thick and smooth. He wanted to fight but his body wanted the physical 
pain and pleasure that only some good, prison dick could offer. 

Raheem pushed back on Shawn’s incredibly hard manhood over and over 
again until he was bouncing on the dick. Flesh smacked violently against raw 


flesh. The two of them found a sickening rhythm. But Shawn didn’t last long. 
Raheem’s tight hole was too much for the young inmate. 

Shawn’s whole body shook with pleasure. His dick stiffened against 
Raheem’s fleshy walls. He cursed, moaned and bucked his massive hips wildly 
as his orgasm crashed in his body. It only took a few dozen thrust inside 
Raheem’s bowels to make him cum. His eyes dilated and a long, husky moan 
rumbled from his solid gut. 

Shawn pulled his rigid, dripping dick out and shot his load on the small, 
curvy mounds of Raheem’s ass. Shawn smacked his heavy meat on Raheem’s 
ass, spattering the cum. Seeing his dick, covered in nutt and pressed against 
Raheem’s cheeks, made him horny all over again. He wasn’t finished just yet. 

Shawn yanked Raheem from the wall and pushed him down on the bottom 
bunk so that his hips hung over the edge, dick in the air. He reached down and 
squeezed the last drops of cum from his dick. Shawn lubed his own hole with his 
seed, straddled Raheem and rode the man until his bowels were flooded with 
Raheem’s man juice. 

For a week Raheem and Shawn fucked each senseless in that little cell. A few 
times they thought their dicks would fall off from so much use. But there was 
little else to do to pass the time. Every unit in the prison except for theirs was let 
off lock down after two days. There wasn’t much news except that Gustavo and 
June Bug were dead. Raheem and Shawn only had each other to deal with the 
forced isolation. 

The sex was amazing. But the intimacy that grew between them was 
something all together different than anything Raheem had experienced. It was 
only seven days but spending that much time with another person in such a small 
space, day and night, either would make you hate them to the point of wanting to 
kill or see something special but left unsaid. It was still prison. 

Something special was forged in that cell between Raheem and Shawn. They 
weren’t boyfriends or domestic partners. But they were something. The both felt 
it. Or at least Raheem did. The prisoner had bonded with Shawn in a way he 
hadn’t with any other man. 

“What we going to do,” Shawn asked after he heard Xavier on the intercom 
saying that they were about to be let out. “We sat up in this bitch shitting, eating 
and fucking. We aint talked about how we going to deal with that bitch ass 
guard.” 

“You can’t kill a guard,” Raheem warned. “He ends up dead and we’|I never 
be let out of lockdown. Plus, if they ever found out it was you, life would be 
Hell. You don’t want to know the shit that cop killers deal with in this bitch.” 

“Fuck that. He tried to have me killed. You got connects on the outside. Why 


can’t we have him taken out when he’s not working? Won’t even look like we 
had anything to do with that shit.” 

“Maybe. But that shit will take time. I can’t just make a phone call and make 
it happen tomorrow. If that’s what you want to do, then you have to be patient.” 

Shawn shrugged. “Aint no other way we can get him. Aint like we can get a 
guard to fuck him up. But we can’t wait too fucking long. That nigga is going to 
come after me, trust. I’d do the same in his situation. Hell, he might try to take 
you out too.” 

Raheem felt the weight of the world on his shoulders. Shawn’s word only 
made the load feel heavier. He hated entertaining the thought that Xavier might 
come after him. Raheem still had a hard time believing what Shawn told him 
about what happened in the cell. 

He’d thought about his cellmate’s recounting of the events over and over 
again but didn’t see a Spanish Disciple murdering Gustavo and letting Shawn go 
only to kill June Bug once he was gone. If nothing else, Shawn was a witness. 
The best way to bet a murder rap was to kill the witness. 

“You don’t know who the Spanish dude was that killed Gustavo?” Raheem 
asked, looking down at Shawn’s frowned up face. “There’s a reason he didn’t 
kill you. Maybe Xavier sent him in to take out Gustavo and not you.” 

“Why the fuck does it matter who the nigga was? You still trying to find some 
way out for that hack. Stop finding excuses for what he did, Raheem. He wants 
me dead because he wants you. Does the motherfucker need to have a knife to 
my neck in the middle of the yard for you to believe me?” 

Raheem shook his head and said, “I’m just asking a question. I want to know 
why he did what you say he did. I told him you and I would be dicking him 
down together on the regular.” 

“Look, I don’t know what type of shit you two got between ya’ll but 
whatever. You not my nigga. We both some random dudes sharing a cell. Do 
what you want. But don’t forget who had your back when them Muslims was 
about to fuck you up. A nigga trained to go but not for someone that aint got no 
loyalty.” 

“Calm down man, I’m just trying to get the whole picture, damn.” 

“Whatever. If you so damn lost and confused why not ask you favorite guard 
why he wants me dead. Maybe he can fill in some of the blanks will some lies 
you’ll believe.” 

A knock on the slim cell window interrupted their conversation. The pair of 
convicts looked and saw Xavier. He opened the door, looking from Xavier to 
Shawn. His eyes narrowed, as if envisioning the boy’s death. 

“Jones, Lieutenant Patterson wants to see you. Now.” 


Raheem studied Xavier’s face for a moment, searching for any hint of foul 
play. The guard was hard to read. Raheem stood up. He looked over at Shawn, 
waiting for some type of response. He had no choice but to go but he wanted to 
make sure his cellmate would be fine. 

“Go,” Shawn said. His eyes shifted to Xavier. “I’m going out to the yard 
where more than a hundred pair of eyes will be on me. I’Il be fine.” 

Xavier shook his head and said, “Come on, Jones.” 

Tension built between the guard and inmate all the way from the cell, down 
the stairs and to the Plexi glass door separating the unit from the rest of the 
prison. Raheem wanted answers and so did Xavier. The energy between the men 
was palpable. 

As soon as they were in the hall, Raheem asked, “Why did you have Gustavo 
try to kill Shawn?” 

“Because he’s trouble,” he answered, not even denying the fact. “You don’t 
see it but that little nigga is playing you. While ya’ll was on lock down I went 
through June Bug and Twist’s phone records down in the vault. They know a lot 
of people that know Shawn’s family.” 

“Nigga, Atlanta aint that fucking big. That don’t mean shit.” 

“Tt probably wouldn’t mean shit if Shawn’s mom didn’t get a new car right 
before he got in a cell with you. The woman has been on welfare since he was a 
baby and been riding the bus and Marta for years. Now she has a whip. A nice 
one too.” 

“When did you start playing detective and shit,” Raheem asked. His 
condescending tone wasn’t lost on Xavier. “You trying to find trails of money 
and conspiracy. We a bunch of niggas in jail. You really think that June Bug and 
Twist got Shawn in the cell to kill me and paid him off by giving his mom a car? 
You sound stupid as fuck right now.” 

“When that dude stabs you in the back don’t tell me I didn’t warn you.” 
Xavier stopped in front of the lieutenant’s office. A stoic look settled on his face. 
“You know a lot of about the underhanded shit that goes on in here. Maybe they 
want you dead or maybe they want him close enough to squeeze out information. 
I don’t know. But I do know that man is dangerous.” 

Raheem shook his head. “Naw. You the dangerous one, shawty. Abdul is dead 
because of you. So is Gustavo, Javier, Flip, Brady and now June Bug. You the 
one that deserves to be in these oranges. Not me.” 

Raheem knocked on the door before Xavier could say anything. The old 
officer called him in. Xavier stood there, stuck, and watched the inmate he 
maybe loved walk away like he was dead to him. The line had been drawn and 
Xavier and Raheem were not on the same side. 


“What’s going on between you and Officer Brown,” Patterson asked, getting 
straight to the point. The man pulled no punches. “And don’t sit here and play 
games with me, son. This is important.” 

“When you moved me to J Unit he came to my cell during count. I was 
jacking off. When he came in I didn’t stop. He stood there and watched. Things 
just escalated from there.” 

“Thank you for being honest. He said about as much when I confronted him. 
Then he said that you told him all about the gun. You’ve been sharing our dirty 
little secrets.” 

Raheem’s jaw clenched shut. He knew he’d regret dropping the dime on the 
lieutenant. He hoped the man didn’t screw him on his parole for it. Raheem’s 
jaw clenched. He tried to think of a way out but he was stuck. He had been 
caught and it was all Xavier’s fault. Telling the truth was the only option. 

“T didn’t want to,” Raheem said, apologetically. “If I didn’t tell him, Brady 
and Flip would have killed me. He had this bogus plan to pin that gun on Officer 
Marco. I figured he was trying to help you.” 

“T already know you two put the gun on Officer Marco. I know about the 
money, too. Relax, I’m not mad. I’m just worried. I don’t trust him and neither 
should you.” 

“T been exposed since the riot. You know that. Shit kept coming at me left and 
right. He was the only one I could lean on. I just want to do my time and get the 
fuck out of here. Can’t do that with these dudes coming at me demanding 
weight.” 

“T know. But that’s not what he wants. I have dead inmates and guards caught 
up in fake ass charges. That blonde guard, Carter, the one you’ve been fucking, 
is on leave pending an investigation. She was caught with June Bug having sex. 
Now he’s dead. Funny how all that comes up right after June Bug slipped a note 
to one of my officers about Xavier having sex with an inmate.” 

Raheem frowned. June Bug had tried to get Xavier caught up. “Did the note 
mention me?” The lieutenant shook his head ‘no’. “The Triple Deuces been 
trying to get Xavier since the shit with Javier and the shake down. They not 
going to let it go.” 

“T know. But the shit is getting out of control. Officer Brown is a liability and 
I need you to deal with him.” 

“T’m not about to kill a guard, lieutenant. I can’t have a murder hovering over 
my head.” 

“T didn’t say kill him. I just want him gone.” 

“You run this prison. Why can’t you find some way to get him fired? You 
can’t keep putting this shit on me.” 


“Sooner or later he’s going to get sloppy and get caught. But not before he 
takes you and me down with him. A little more than a week ago he came to my 
office. He wanted me to nix your parole hearing.” 

“Why would he do that?” Raheem stared back at the man, disbelief written all 
over his face. “You didn’t kill my hearing, did you?” 

“Of course not. A man deserves his freedom once he does his time. You’ve 
been a lot of help and you deserve a chance to get out of here. But that will never 
happen with Officer Brown on your ass.” 

“Why are you telling me all this,” Raheem asked, suspiciously. “What do you 
get from getting rid of Xavier? 

“T get my prison back running how I want it run. I can’t have officers thinking 
they can do what they want and having folks killed. Officer Brown has us on the 
brink of chaos and collapse. I won’t stand by and watch him destroy my legacy.” 

“Bullshit. I don’t believe you. Something else is going on. You wouldn’t ask 
me for help with something you could deal with on your own. It wouldn’t be 
hard for you to find some paperwork shit to hem him up.” 

“You’re right. I’m not going to sit here and lie. I’m under investigation. And 
something tells me that Officer Brown is behind it. I can’t prove it but I know 
it’s him. I can feel it in my gut.” 

“Under investigation for what?” 

“That doesn’t matter. All that matters is that we both need to get rid of his 
ass.” 

“And I’m the one that actually has to do it. Fuck that. I’m tired of you 
motherfuckers trying to use me. If you want that nigga gone, you take care of it. 
I can’t be your pawn anymore.” 

“Who the fuck do you think you’re talking to,” Patterson asked, more 
surprised than angry. “You really want to jeopardize that parole hearing over a 
small request?” 

“You fuck with my hearing and all the shit you got going on will magically 
come to light. Don’t play with me. I’m not a ruthless dude but ya’ll keep pushing 
a nigga. I won’t get knocked over the edge. I’ll jump and drag you right along 
with me.” 

Patterson’s lip quivered in restraint. “Get out of my office, Jones. Deal with 
Xavier on your own. I’m just looking forward to seeing the shit when it hits the 
fan.” 

Raheem left the office, liberated but anxious. Having Patterson as an enemy 
was the last thing he wanted but he couldn’t risk getting caught up in another 
man’s vendetta. The Muslims, Twist, Shawn and now Patterson all wanted 
Xavier gone. If it was going to happen, Raheem wanted no part of it. 


“That was quick,” Xavier said as soon as the lieutenant’s office door closed. 
“You look like something is wrong. What he say to you?” 

“Why? You worried?” Raheem shot Xavier a steely stare. “Got something 
you want to tell me?” 

Xavier shook his head as if he were the most innocent man on the earth. 
“Nope. Nothing comes to mind. But I am wondering what your boy, Shawn, is 
scheming. The way he looked at me...” 

“He wants you dead for trying to have him killed. Can you blame him?” 

“T didn’t try to have him killed,” Xavier lied. “Gustavo was a loose cannon. 
Your boy was lucky one of Gustavo’s men turned on him. Funny how things 
work out.” 

“Yea, it is.” 

Raheem walked next to Xavier, wondering what the man was plotting. He 
wasn’t going to let Shawn or anyone else hit him first. That wasn’t how he 
operated. In the few months Raheem had known the man, he’d never seen 
Xavier wait for someone else to act first. 

“T still want you, Raheem,” Xavier said, standing in front of the locked Plexi 
glass door. “This past week has been torture. I need to be with you. I need to feel 
you.” 

Raheem didn’t know what you to say. Part of him couldn’t believe what he 
was hearing. He’d struggled with deciding whether or not to ruin the man’s life. 
Everyone wanted to get rid of Xavier. But something inside of Raheem still 
craved the connection they had. The perverse and unconventional bond they had 
somehow gnawed at his heart. Mixed emotions flooded the inmate’s body. 
Confusion didn’t begin to describe what he felt. Raheem had to be honest with 
himself. He wasn’t ready to throw Xavier to dogs. 

“You know things are fucked up right now,” he finally said. “Now is not the 
time.” 

The door buzzed before Xavier could respond. They shared a look filled with 
want, need and too many questions. Uncertainty charged the air between them. 
One thing was certain; something was going to happen. Someone would be 
removed from the equation. 

Raheem left Xavier’s side, glancing back at the guard over his shoulder as he 
made his way to the yard. He needed to find Shawn. His cellmate definitely 
would have been making moves to deal with Xavier. Raheem knew the man 
wouldn’t wait for him to do what he felt needed to be done. 

“You looking for you boyfriend?” Dee Dee asked. He fluttered his eyes and 
grinned. “He went back to his cell about fifteen minutes ago.” 

Raheem nodded. “You saved that boy’s life. Gustavo tried to kill him before 


the lock down.” 

“That guard is the one that brought that thug back to the unit. You sure he 
wasn’t doing what he was told? It looked kind of fucked up when he came back. 
Especially since your guard buddy knew you had a beef with the man.” 

“Honestly, I don’t know. I feel like I’m being played for a fool, I just don’t 
know by who.” 

“T can’t tell you what to do. All I can say is a lot of folks are talking about 
Officer Brown. And aint none of it good, baby. You might want to stay away 
from him for a while.” 

Raheem nodded. “You right. But there aint nothing I can do if he calls on me. 
I’m still just another fucking prisoner.” 

“You right, boo. You right. Just don’t go and get yourself killed. I kind of like 
having you around. Be a shame to lose such a beautiful man.” 

“Alright, Dee Dee,” Raheem said, smiling. “Let me go see what’s going on 
with my boy.” 

Raheem sprinted up to his cell. When he stepped inside, Shawn wasn’t the 
only one there. Twist was flanked by Karif and two other Muslims. The same 
ones that had tried to jump him before. They hovered over Shawn. He obviously 
didn’t have choice but to sit on the bottom bunk. 

“Where did you and that guard go,” Twist asked. “You two are way too 
fucking friendly.” 

Raheem eyed Twist and his gaze shifted to Shawn. His eye was swollen. “He 
took me to the lieutenant. They’re still investigating Gustavo and June Bug’s 
murder.” 

“Shouldn’t take them long to figure out Officer Brown was behind it,” Karif 
said. “Unless you’re telling the lieutenant bullshit stories to cover for you man.” 

“T’m not doing shit. And I’m not a snitch. Told that nigga everything I know. 
Nothing.” 

Twist shook his head and said, “Naw. You know everything, little nigga. I 
know all about the shit with Javier and Gustavo. How you planned that drug 
shakedown. You and that fucking guard. And I know that you didn’t kill Abdul. 
Officer Brown killed that man.” 

Raheem eyed Shawn. He racked him brain, recounting what he had told the 
boy. “Why you niggas up in my cell like I’m the one that did the shit? If ya’ll so 
bent on taking out the guard, do that shit. I’m not going to stop you. I don’t give 
a fuck about that nigga.” 

“But you do,” Karif countered. “We spent a little time with you homosexual 
friend. He didn’t say much except that the three of you were in the storage room 
sinning before Allah. You’re an infidel just like that thing you were cellmates 


with.” 

“T don’t know what you’re talking about,” Raheem lied. “The only guard I 
was fucking was that blonde bitch before she got sloppy and got caught.” 

“Naw, nigga,” Twist barked. “June Bug told me that he got you to hook him 
up with the bitch. You probably ran and told that fucking guard to get him caught 
up. I been known ya’|l was fucking. I knew that shit from when you risked your 
life to save him during the riot. There are too many eyes and fiends up in this 
bitch to keep a fucking secret.” 

Raheem shook his head. He had no more lies to tell. It was over. “What do 
you want?” 

“You know what we want,” Twist answered. “I want that guard bleeding to 
death on the ground. Simple.” 

“T’m not killing a guard. Ya’ll going to have to take me out now. I’m not a 
murderer and I’m not one of your Triple Deuces. I aint bout to do whatever you 
say regardless of the risk.” 

“You’re going to do exactly what I say,” Twist said. His fist clenched and 
Shawn flinched. “If you don’t, your little butt buddy won’t see the sun rise 
tomorrow.” 

Raheem steeled under the intensity of Twist’s gaze. The man hadn’t just made 
a threat. It was a promise. His head hung low. Again, he was being backed into a 
comer, forced to do something that he wanted no part of. Slowly, he looked up 
and let his eyes latch onto Shawn’s. The boy was scared shitless. 

“What do you want me to do, Twist?” 

“Do what you been doing. Get him back to the storage room and we’|l take 
care of the rest. Do that and we’|l leave you and your little faggot friend alone. 
Ya’ll can fuck until ya’ll walk out of the bitch for all I care.” 

“How are you going to kill the man when you can’t leave the block? You just 
got back.” 

“You not the only one with connections, bitch. You really think a nigga like 
me can do the shit I do without greasing some palms? I saw the lieutenant 
yesterday. We had a nice, long conversation. He had this whole little plan to get 
you away from Shawn so we could find out what we needed. Now, there’s a 
guard on duty that will give us access. You just get that nigga there.” 

“How do I know you won’t do anything to Shawn?” Raheem asked. “I can’t 
trust you.” 

“The Muslims will be watching him. You and I both know they won’t hurt 
him. He hasn’t done anything to them. Is that okay with you?” 

Raheem let out a deep breath. He knew he had little choice but to do exactly 
what Twist demanded. He would lure Xavier back to the storage room and 


commit the man to a horrible death. And he’d have to rely on the guards 
insatiable desire to be intimate with him. Every way he looked at the scenario, it 
was fucked up. 

None more words were shared. Raheem left the cell and headed for the 
command station where Xavier was busy typing up something. Raheem didn’t 
think. If he did he would become so sick that he might throw up. He was 
condemning a man to death. Maybe Xavier deserved it. Maybe he didn’t. But 
Raheem felt like he had no place to determine that. 

“T need to get transferred to another unit,” Raheem said. He eyed Xavier. “My 
life has been threatened and I would like to be placed in protective custody.” 

Xavier stood up. “I’ll have to take you to the investigative unit so you can 
give a Statement.” 

Raheem nodded. Xavier radioed for a guard to come cover for him. He 
escorted Raheem from the unit. Silence strangled the two of them. They didn’t 
say a word until they were sure no one was around. Xavier was the first to speak. 

“What the Hell is going on?” 

“Nothing. I found out Shawn was feeding June Bug information. I can’t stay 
with him in that cell. Little motherfucker might try to kill me in my sleep.” 

“You need to come up with a story before you talk to the commander. If they 
take you into protective custody then I won’t be able to see you. You’ll pretty 
much be spending the year you have left in solitary.” 

Raheem flinched. He hadn’t told Xavier or anyone else that he was getting 
out before his sentence was over. Sure, Patterson could have told the man that 
Raheem was going to be up for parole soon but it wasn’t like the old man to 
divulge any information unless it helped him. 

“T got a plan,” Raheem reassured. “How about we fuck around before I’m out 
for a few days.” 

Xavier’s nostrils flared. His heart raced but suspicion lingered in his spirit. He 
wanted the prison thug so badly that it hurt. But he wasn’t totally convinced the 
object of his infatuation was being completely honest with him. It could be a 
trick. 

“Cool, we can get in one of the solitary cells.” 

“The storage room is right down the corridor,” Raheem offered. “We need to 
hurry up. I need to bust this nutt and bad. You going to fuck me?” 

Xavier stared at the boy. He took in his smooth black skin, thick eyebrows 
and unkempt dreads. His mind could think of nothing but the chiseled, tatted 
body that lie underneath the man’s oranges. Images of Raheem riding him, his 
dick slapping against his stomach, exploded in his mind. 

“Let’s go,” Xavier said. 


The pair collided in a lip lock the moment they were in the back of the 
storage room. Raheem thrust his tongue in and out of Xavier’s wanting mouth, 
leaving the man almost breathless. Clothes were ripped from their bodies and 
flung to the ground without concern. Their burning flesh melted into one 
another. They moved as one. 

Xavier reached up and clenched a handful of Raheem’s dreads in his fist. He 
yanked Raheem’s head back and pressed his lips against the inmate’s neck. 
Xavier suck and kissed at the boy’s flesh like there was no tomorrow. His tongue 
darted out, tracing the lines of Raheem’s neck tattoos. 

Raheem moaned in pure ecstasy. He felt high with arousal. His body 
shuddered under Xavier’s rough touch, shaking but refusing to pull away. He 
drew in a long, slow breath. Lust sullied the air. The pungent odor filled 
Raheem’s lungs and flowed threw his blood. The scent was intoxicating. 

“Fuck, you taste so damn good,” Xavier moan into the prisoner’s neck. 
“Promise me you’ll never make me wait to feel you in my arms ever again.” 

“T promise,” Raheem whispered. Guilt ravished his lust filled body. The 
dueling emotions took a heavy tool. “Oh my God. Just keep doing that.” 

Tears watered Raheem’s eyes as he clenched at Xavier. They were skin to 
skin but the inmate longed to be closer. He didn’t want to let go. Letting go of 
Xavier meant keeping Shawn. Committing to that was more difficult than 
Raheem could ever imagine. 

“T want you to ride me while I look at your face.” Xavier held Raheem face in 
his hands, leaned in and kissed him deeply. “I want to feel you but more than just 
the physical. I want you, all of you.” 

Raheem bit at his bottom lip and nodded. His body was awash with desire. 
But it was only a vessel to reach the greater fulfillment he craved with a man 
who’s relationship was more complicated than any he’d ever known. Raheem 
held Xavier’s hand as he eased down onto the cold, cement ground. His body 
hardened from the harsh texture of the material. 

Xavier watched, eyes wide, as Raheem let a long, thick glob of spit ooze from 
his lips down to his rigid shaft. He did it twice more before reaching down and 
stroking it until sufficiently lathering with saliva. The guard’s heart throbbed 
hard against his chest. He closed his eyes and steeled his jaw the moment he felt 
the burning heat of Raheem’s ass against the blood engorged head of his dick. 

“You so fucking big, nigga,” Raheem cursed. He rubbed the tip of the guard’s 
meat against his clenched hole. “Go slow. I have to get used to it.” 

Xavier nodded as he reached up and gripped his prized inmate by the hips. 
Raheem pushed back, forcing the brick hard pole in his ass. Mouth open and 
eyes wide, Raheem slipped Xavier’s pole in his ass. Pain bit at his anal ring but 


he pushed through. It was all worth it when he felt seductive pressure stroke 
against his swollen prostate. 

Xavier looked up and said, “I need to feel you. I need to be inside you like I 
need to breath.” 

The guard made his dick jump deep inside Raheem’s bowels over and over 
again, forcing him to get used to the dick. His hands gripped the prison thug’s 
waist, trying not to go postal on his hole. The temptation was overwhelming. 
Watching Raheem’s face contort in pleasure was an agony all its own. 

Raheem licked his lips and swallowed hard. He pressed his hands on Xavier’s 
chest, starting to slid up and down on the slick shaft. There was slight movement 
in the guard’s hips. Raheem gripped Xavier’s torso, letting him know to be still. 
He had to get used to the dick. Again, he moved up a few inches and back down 
until he felt the man’s wiry pubes scratch against his ass cheeks. Xavier hissed as 
Raheem’s smooth, hot insides wrapped around his dick. 

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” Xavier said. “I’m so sorry for everything. I 
don’t want to lose this.” 

“Shut up,” Raheem moaned. “Don’t be a bitch while you’re fucking. Man up 
and take this ass.” 

Fire blazed in Xavier’s eyes. He grabbed Raheem’s ass cheeks and 
jackhammered his dick up into the boy’s fuck chute. The sound of Raheem’s 
nearly silent moans getting louder and louder set off something very basic in 
Xavier. He fucked with clear intent. Grunts of pleasure filled his belly as he felt 
the ominous arrival of orgasm. 

He stroked long and hard against Raheem’s tender walls. His body quaked. 
His balls drew up to his body. That all too familiar tingling teased the crown of 
his pole, nudging into the abyss of pleasure. Xavier was right there and Raheem 
was too. 

The prisoner’s need for Xavier to go deeper and harder grew with each thrust. 
He wanted his hole abused. He need the man to beat up his prostate. Raheem 
reached down and scooped up at the sweat and precum from Xavier’s chest. All 
that smacking had splattered his natural lube all over the place. He took his dick 
in his hand and beat it without mercy. His hold sphincter tightened and his dick 
went rigid. Cum exploded from his manhood like a geyser. 

Xavier’s nails dug into Raheem’s flesh. Feeling the inmate’s hole spasm on 
his dick knocked him over the precipice. He unloaded shot after shot of heavy 
cream deep in Raheem’s gut. Xavier felt the gush of his seed and malleable flesh 
against his throbbing dick. Raheem didn’t stop riding until the last squirt shot off 
in his ass. 

Raheem clung to Xavier, trying to stay upright after that mind blowing 


eruption. His body quaked and trembled as the aftershock of his orgasm crashed 
into him like a wave. Xavier reached up and pulled the sweat and cum covered 
prison thug down on him. 

“T love you,” Xavier whispered. “I want you so bad it hurts. Promise you’ll 
always be mine.” 

Tears flowed. Raheem couldn’t do it. He wouldn’t condemn the man to death. 
“We have to get up and get out of here. They’re coming for you.” 

“Wait, what?” Xavier pushed himself and Raheem up. “Who’s coming for 
me?” 

“The Triple Deuces and the Muslims. Patterson wanted you dealt with. They 
made me get you here to do it.” 

Xavier’s head turned like he was possessed. Shock, betrayal, disbelief and 
dozen other emotions all coalesced on his face. He pushed Xavier from his lap 
and went for his uniform. He pilfered through them but it was too late. Twist, 
Karif and four other men stood at the gate. 

“Move away from the hack, Raheem.” Twist snarled at the two of them, 
naked on the floor. He brandished a wicked blade. “It’s time to end this.” 

Raheem looked back at Xavier. He saw the mace clenched in his fist. The 
others didn’t. But even with the mace, he was a dead man. Raheem stood up and 
began to walk away. With each step something pulled at him, demanding him to 
do something. He couldn’t just let Xavier die. It was the longest walk he’d ever 
made. And probably would be his last. 

The moment he was arm’s length from Twist, Raheem backhanded the man 
so hard that he fell to the ground. The rest of the men were shocked enough that 
he had time to snatch the shank from Twist’s hand. He hopped back on his heels 
and put himself between Xavier and his would be assassins. 

Chaos erupted in the storage room. Twist and Karif’s men charged at Xavier 
and Raheem. The mace came in handy. Raheem cut down the first man after 
Xavier shot him in the eye with the chemical. Three hard stabs to the gut left the 
man without a will to fight. Raheem saw the life slip from the man’s eyes, not 
believing that he had just killed and did if for Xavier. 

Fists collided with faces and guts. Raheem and Xavier literally fought for 
their lives. Once it was two on two, Karif and Twist joined in. Xavier didn’t see 
it coming but the Muslim slammed his balled fist into the guard’s side. When he 
pulled his hand away, a long, rigged piece of metal stuck out from his flesh. 

Twist and another man had Raheem pressed up against a wall as he screamed 
out. An unknown fury tore at his heart. It was over. His eyes watered as he saw 
the life slowly slip from Xavier’s body. Their eyes connected and Xavier mouth 
a phrase before he was gone: I love you. 


Raheem hung his head. Now it was his turn. It took a moment but the tears 
stopped flowing. But before he could look up, he felt the piercing pressure of a 
blade cutting into his face. His eyes shot open and he groaned out in pain. He 
looked at his killer and couldn’t believe his eyes. Shawn stood in front of him, 
blade in hand with a twisted smile on his face. 


~ THE END ~ 
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